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“MEN SERM TO GET’ THE BEST OF EVERYTHING!” SAID NELLIE, LAUGHING, 


FROM DARK TO DAWN. 


[A NOVELETTE.) 


CHAPTER I. 
“ By night and day. in joy and grief, 


Do thou love me ! J 
Whyte Melvitle. 
"You will write often, Nelile 1” 


The turned a! {mpatiently from 
her legac nig ore, ad ge 
of vexation her dark eyes; bub she 





“T can’t understand that. I suppose I shall 
be perfectly safe with uncle and aunt, and I shall 
see no one else! ” 

“You can’t be eure of that, Nellie,” with a 
wistful glance at ber, * and—-and—weil, I am so 
afraid ed may meet some other fellow, and 
prefer to me. You don’s think, dear, I 
sm bilnd to my homely appearance and gouche 
it I lose you I don’t much care 





"You will be happy enough when you are 
safely in So, Ethelrede ; and you will return by 
the given date1"’ 

Yes ; I daresay I shall be quite tired of the 
place in fourteen days, and I should not like to 
cutstay my weloome, Hore ie my train. Is the 
lInggege safe?” } 

* Qafte; and you will have a comfortable 
journey down, as there le no changing, Good- 
bye, Nelile, dear ; ‘be true to me!” 

" Good-bye 1” 

Jast a hand-clasp, one swift passionate look 
into the girlish face, and then the train steamed 
out of station, David Kuight watching !> 
until he could see ft no more. Then slowly and 
heavily he went back to his office, trying by hard 
work to conquer the fear that Nellie Paget would 
not return to him as she went, 

He had never fisttered bimeelf that the girl 
loved him with half the passion he lavished upon 
her; but then she was so young—only seven- 
teen—and thovght and feeling alike were 'm- 
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matured, He was twen'y-four, and oh! so 
hopelessly homely. 

’ Bat he had loved her from the first hour he 
saw ber, sed Mrs, Puget bad favoured his sult 
most unmistakably. 

It seemed a good thing to her to remove this 
dar liag daughter from the fear of poverty, to 
know she was safe in David’s love and home ; s0 
she had praised him just « little too. highly to 
Nellie, had extolled bis worth very freely, decrying 
mere personal beans and exalting moral good- 
nesa unt!l the poor child realised, all too keenly, 
her lover was. very ordfoary creature externally. 

Sul ‘she had a genuine affection for him, nod 
yeb to be dignified by the name of love, and was 
vaturally elated by her possession of a bond fide 
sufror so early in life, 

But there were times when she grew un- 
utterably weary of her thraldom, unutterably 
impatient of poor, honest, falthfal David, 

Now that she was leaving home for awhile she 
determinately put aside all thought of him, all 
pity for his unrequited pasefon, She would enjoy 
herself to the utmost, becauee the tims of 
freedom wae now so short, 

All in the glow of » Jaly afternoon she reached 
St, Ethelreda, and experfenced o chill of disa 
pointment as her eyes rested on, the dingy il 
city, the fiat low-lying country, the sleggish river, 
with {te frioge of rushes, 

Bab she had small time to Indulge her dis- 
content, because as she stepped from the carriage 
s tall man of somewhat peculfar appearance came 
forward with outatretched hand. 

"You are Nellie,” fe sald, ¢ » "I knew 
you @.once from your great likeness to poor 
Tom. Your aunt could nob yt yy my dear, 
becausa baby has a slight at of measles, 
You need nob. be scared; the nursery is so far 
removed from the other rooms ‘that there is no 
duager of fafection, Now I'M see after your 

ugrs 

vy oh spoken so rapidly that Mellfe found no 
chance to reply; bat now che sald,— 

‘Tam afraid, Uncle Fred, I have timed my 
visit very badly. Aunt will be tod worrled with 
baby to wish for visitors,” Ha 


* Not at all!” cheerfnlly ; “oe or tha other. 


tg always on the sick Het; we're proverbial for 16, 
Bless my soul, Nellle, De, Greer would soon be 
insolvent 4£ we removed, A month ago Jetsfe 
was down with pleurisy, the next week your 
aunt had s pretty sharp attack’ef bronchitis, inst 
week Cyril sprained his. ancle, and now the baby 
fg a victim to measles.” y 

He laughed ac though he considered the cata- 
logue of woes amusing. 

“F suppose you can walk to Tenby House, 
Neliie; it isn’t a stone's throw from here? 
When I've realised those railway shares you 
know of, Pil seb-up @ carriage and play the 
grandes, ‘This way, my dear. The luggage will 
follow soon.” 

Oat on the dusty road he turned ones mors to 
hia niece, 

“There's the house, jast beyond that large 
elm, I's a queer, old-fashioned place, but [ 
faney we can give you a pleasant time, and 
Aun has asked a young consin down, so that 
you should not. feel dull. He is a nice fellow, 
and I havea’t the least doubt you'll be good 
friends.” 

“I don’) think I’m very quarrelsome,” langh- 
lug, and wondering a Iittle why Uacle ‘'red 
“_— his curly haizto grow ia sucha tremendous 
stoc 

How old fs my uew friend } ” 

_ “Twenty. I think, Nellie, we must label you 
‘engaged’ to prevent mischief,” 

"That would be too bad. I want to forged all 
about my engagement while I am here,” 

Ha glanced keenly at her. 

‘That doesn’t sound as though you are en- 
smoured of Mr, Kaight, I hope, Nelile, you 
do not Intené marrying merely for a home!” 

"Ob, no!” blushing paiufally. “Of course I 
am—very—vory fond of David, and he fa so good 
to ua all. Toen you see, uncle, when [ am married 
I shall be able to help mother and the children, 
Ie is hard work sometimes to make both ends 
meet ” 

** Tam afraid fb fe, but you had better suffer a 


little privation than marry a man you do not 
really love,” Mr, Paget sald, as he led the way 
into # large old-fashioned garden. 

Mrs, Paget met them fn the porch, and having 
welcomed Nellie warmly, said, — 

‘*Come Into thie room and have some tea 
before removing your hat and jacket; there is 
nothing s0 ing as tea after a journey. 
Oh, 8 m you arehere! Let me introduce 
you to m . Mr. Swinton Crow, Miss 
Paget,” 

A dark-faced youth came forward, and, having 
been presented duly, wheeled a chair to the 
window and sat down heside Nellie. 

“How do you think you will like St. Echel- 
redai” he said, looking frankly into the young, 
fresh face suffased with a crimson blush. 

"Ien’t 1p rather flat!” ventured Nellie, diplo- 


matically, 

“Yea, and ib must be awfully dreary in the 
winter, but { fs very jolly just now, and there 
are some pretty: places round. You would be 


too, to see the countless wild flowers 
growing in the fens, Therlver, of course, is slow, 
bat you gab very good boating, and that is great 


"You must take Nellfe as far as Ploverton 
and so I rely upon you to amuse and protect my 


"Y'm very trustworthy,” gaily, “ Do you like 
the water, Miss Paget? Some ladles are so 
nervous,” : 

“Tam not ; and shall be very glad to go, unless, 
aunt, you would rather I stayed in,” 

“Go, by all means, You must lye oud of 
doors nearly, for I intend sending you home 
as brown as a berry, Now come upstairs, you 
will like to wash, and, perhaps, unpack. I 
saw your box carried in about three minutes 
ago.” 

The room consecrated to the girl was long and 

lofty, farnished daintily {0 pink and white, 
with tiny tables here and there, each boasting 
a bouquet of sweet-smelling, old-fashioned 
flowers, 
» Nellie looked round with appreciative eyes, and 
sighed to think of the small overcrowded rooms 
ab home—the weary life of labour which thedear 
quother eudured so bravely and patiently. « But 
she had no time for thought; Mrs, Paget was 
talking cheerfully, and, she roused herself to 
ifeten and anawer. 

They had tes in the garden under the shadow 
of a huge papel tree, and within sight of trailing 
clenoatls jasmine. Then Mes. Paget reburned 
to the ony and Neilfe walked slowly towards 
the river Swiloton Cross, listening dreamily 
to his pleasant ‘volce, and seeing all things with 
hie eyes, 

“Is is rather a tub,” he said, when they 
reached the boat, which lay moored to the bank. 
“bub ft fs all the ‘better for purposes of enjoy- 
ment. I'll row you half way to Ploverton, and 
then we'll drift with the stream, and I'll Masten 
whilst you tell me stories of Camford and your 
life there.” 

Nellle langhed amusedly; the young man’s 
assurance was new to ber, and David never ven- 
tured to talk to her in euch a fashion. 

"'T can tell you about Camford, of course, bat 
there {s nothing in my life that would Interest 
you. I scarcely ver have any amusement. You 
see, Mr. Cross, we are a large family, without 
means, £0 that mother and I have to work very 
hard to keep the house going.” 

“Bat you will econ leave home. Fred told 
me you are engsged,” with a glauce at the ring 
upon her slender fioger. “Ib seems a shame you 
should be married just now. Why, you haven’t 
seen anything of the world, and can hardly know 
your own mind yet. Oh! JI beg you pardon, I 
ought not to have said that,” 

Nelife smiled, a trifis sadly. 

* You sald nothing that could offend me, but 
please talk of something else, How grand the 
cathedral fs from this point.’’ 

“Yes, I will take you there to-morrow. All 
true sons of St. Evhelreda are jastly proud of 
the minieter, and I was born here, though I’ve 





lived six years in London now.” 


when she is rested, Fred is too busy to-day, | 





“And which do you prefer—this place or 
London ¢” 

“The latter, of course, although I have 
wretched health when there. I was compeiled 
to throw up my last berth on acceunt of it." 

* And yeb you are golpg back }” 

“No; next month I am off to Geneva. I've 
been lucky enough to secure an appointment 
there in a big firm. I'm to be corresponding 
clerk ; I shall ifke that,” 

‘* Ip must be nica to travel, Men seem to get 
the best of everything.” 

* Yes, and don’t apprasiets their advantages,” 
laughing. ‘ That Pioverton COharch over 
there, that small grey building with the abnor- 
mally bigh spire, Shall we rest here? You are 
casting such envious eyes at those Hifes that [ 
feel ib my duty to reach you some.” 

“Thank you. They are so very fine! J wish 
I could persuade mother to come down here; 
it would do her a worid of good.” 

‘* Should you iuciude Mr. Kuight in your in. 
vite} with a quick look lato her eyes. 

She flashed crimson and pla nervously 
with the ropes, then she sald in a low voice, — 
od [ think not. I'm afraid it would spoil my 


cto such @ kill-joyt Is that what you 


mean 

‘© No,” with a twinge of remorse; “but I 
Ifke to feel free again for a little while. You 
see If he were here I would be bound to defer 
to him in everything, and I want to forget while 
I am here that I owe anybody daty.” 

She spoke so neively that Swinton laughed. 

‘Well, we will forget his very existence,” 
gaily. “Your vialt shall be a pleaeute to re- 
member for years; that Is, if you are content 
with simple amusements, and can endure our 
society for fourteen days without showing signs 
of bored. Have you got enough Lilies! 
Wepiclen ta bot fongetben shah 1 hs 

. no, ve 

oer Mother will be anxious to 
te eafely.” 


“T thought we agreed to him,” with a 
touch of petalance, and then she sat silent with 
drooped lida ve her beautifal eyes ; and the 
young fellow at the fair face wlth growing 
admiration at e ; 

Alas! for David, the homely;: honest lover ! 
Already the demon of discbiitent ‘Was stirring 
in the:girl’s heart; already “was comparing 
hiay unfavourably with the handsome débonai: 
youth, into whose society she had been so an- 
expectedly thrown, 


CHAPTER IL 

“ Let me know you, mine, 

Prove you mine, write my name your brow 
Hold you and have you, andthendleaway 
If Heaven please, with completion in my soul. 


—R, Brownings 


Iv was the middle of August, and Nellie still 
atayed on at St. Ethelreda, having sone te 
her mother to grant extension of her holiday. 
She had . written, Aunt has sald she 
would Ike me to stay for the flower show, which 
takes nexh week; and ag the change Is 
doing me good I am anxious to accept her invite. 
May 1” 1 

Ot course Mrs, Paget gave consent, and so . 
Nellle stayed on, seeing very little of her uncle, 
because he wasa busy man, and etill less of her 
aunt, as the children had followed baby's example 
and sickened with measles. . 

Mrs. Fred Paget had no. thought of danger 
when she threw her niece so mach upon Swinton’s 
care. Nellie wae engaged, and he knew ft; but 
she did wonder a livtle over the giri’s variable 
moods and fite of abstraction. Still, she was 
considerably startled when, one night, Mr. Paget 
said gravely,— 

“Ann, we have been a couple of blind 
fools,” 

I don’t feel flattered ; but what have we been 
blind to 1” 

“The growlog attachmend Swinton has for 
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Nellife, aud, upon my soul, [ believe she retarns 
f. ” 


“Nonsense! You must be mistaken. Nellie 
Is already engaged.” 

‘And not very happy In her engagement, I 
fancy—and as she seems to have no ccquettiah 
propsnelties I’m afraid her visit means trouble to 
her or Kaight. I wish you would speak to her 
in the morning.” 

"Oh, my dear, I can’t, I may put thoughts 
into her mind that are not there now. Very 
likely you are mistaken-~I hope you are, And, 
gurely she might be contented with one lover !” 

“Unfortunately, Ann, he is a very homely 
and timid sort of fellow-—~not at ali calculated to 
storm a giri’s heart. Iam {nelined to think that 
in her anxiety to place Nellie beyond the fear of 
poverty her mother prevailed on her to accept 
tim before she was really capable of jadging for 
herself. David Koight will make an excellent 
husband—-but will Nellie be content {”' 

“Ob, dear! Oh, dear} What.a nuisance girls 
are; but if you think it my duty to speak to her 
I suppose I mast, h we had not asked her 
here, or that Swinton was as ogly or stupid os 
Caliban.” 

“There may not be rauch mischief dons. I 
¢rast not, If there is we must do our best té 
repalr it, because we have really been very care- 
jess In the matter, Practichlly, we have thrown 
Nellle at Swinton’s head,” 

"T don’t see that, but I'll do my utmost to 
afp this fanoy fn the bud,” 

With that determination Mre, Fred fell aeleep, 
and with that determination she woke the 
next . 

Breakfast ended, she asked Nellfe to go 
with her into the 

‘* A breath of fresh dir will do you good,” she 
eaid, by way of explanation, “I am getting 
quite atepid through my» confinement to the 
nursery. She led the way to # distant arbour, 
and, herself, glanced nervously at Nellie. 
“You are remarkably well,” she said at 
length, “Not at allas though you were piniag 
for Mr, Knight 1 wonder how he bears this 
separation t 


The fresh young face grew a shade paler. 

‘He bas eo much business to attend to that 
he would scarcely have time to mies me,” 

“Do you know, my dear, I have been thinking 
he ree oe tt ho wolke herve boating 
excursions ave thoughtless not to 
semember this,” basi fe ’ 

nm hy shottld he object!” fm a low, strained 
9 ce, “by ; 

“ My dear, most lovers are Inclined to jealousy, 
and Swinton ts a handsome young fellow.” 

"Then you would wish our walka to be dis- 
continued?” She was very pale now. 

“No, my*dear! Your visit ts nearly ended 
now, aud one walk more or lesseannot signify; 


The elder woman threw an arm abou her, 

“Ob, my dese, don’t tell me that! I shall 
oever cease to répros for my wicked 
neglect ! Nellie 1 Nellie! letet “to ‘me. This fe 
ouly « short-lived fancy, You will soon forget; 
and | am quite sure you would not deceive any 
man wantonly, Think of Mr, ‘Kuight and his 
love for you I 

“Thave thought, aunt, but {bts of no use. I 
4o not love him, and I never shall,” 

" And yet,” rebnkefally, “you evgaged your. 
self to him }” 

“Because mother wished {t; and—and I 
thought I would grow to care for him, Dear 
aunt, I am ‘to have caused you uneasiness, 
bat I will’ go to-morrow ; I will. nob stay 
to worry you. I—-I~oh! I dare not thick what 
1 shall say and do when once I am back ab 
Camford,” 

“Do nothing rashly. Take counsel with your 
mother ; she will on best adviser, But I 
cannot let an es to-morrow; walt antil 
ir: t will give you time for thought, 


the meanwhile, my dear, remember that 
you owe Mr, Knight some consideration ; that 





he isa very worthy young man, and has your 
happiness at heart, Now I will leave youn to 
recover your composure. And I thing, Nellie, 
you had better walk with Swinton, as arranged, 
this morning. You can then make him under- 
stand the state of affairs, and he will see ib fs 
both dishanourable and aeeless to address you.” 

She stooped and kleeed the pale yourg facs 
very gently, and went back to the house with a 
troubled heart, and Nellie watched her with a 
llttle bitter smile, 

‘They are all alike,” she said to herself, 
" They forget they once were yourg. They have 
no Pay. on me; and yet mother married In 
opposition to her parents’ wishes, Shall I be as 
worldly when I am old?” 

She hid her face in the fragrant blossoms and 
sighed wearily ; bat as yet no tears dame to ease 
the aching of her heart, 

She thought of Swinton with wild love and 
pain ;-of David with a feeling very akin to loath- 
Ing, wonderlog dully what would be the end of 
her poor little love-story, and if thie grief would 

She was so unused to trouble, and oh } so 
impetient of {t ; and for the first time in her life 
she wae honestly afraid of whe loving, resolute 
mother, who had toiled early and Jate to educate 
her young fatnily. 

She felt Inclined to ran sway when Swinton 
appeared, but he allowed her no chance, 

“Have you forgotten our walk, Nellie?” he 
asked, eagerly. 

“No, But tb is oarly-yet; there Is plenty of 
time before us.” 

"Not a moment too many. I don’t want to 
lose one minute of {t now; we shall so soon have 
to say good-bye. How pale you are, Nellie! Are 
you fll?” anxiously. 

**No, Let me pass, please. I will get my hat 
and gloves, and we will start st once.” 

Ber manner was constrained and almost harsh, 
and when she rejoined him he noticed that she 
would nob look at him, 

In am uncomfortable sllenco they walked 
towards the river, Nellio wishing, with all her 
heart, that she might evade the bitter dnty 
before her, 

“Tam golog away ou Thursday,” she said, at 
last, in a strange, hard way. 

Swinton took her hand and lald fh upon his 
arm. 

“Not 80 acon, Neilie; you must stay to see 
the last of me, It won’t be very long before I'm 
off now |” 

“T shail not “be here when you go. Ib ts 
necessary for me to return at ones.” 

“Sit down here and tell me all about it—why 
you have taken this snddea resolve.” 

-' "Phere is nothing to tell,” wearily, bub she 
eat down uncer a willow aud looked with miser- 
able eyes lato the smooth, clear water. ‘ Aunt 
says it is my daty.” 

“Then shirk your duty for once! You must 
not'go, dear, I want you!” 

He was lying ab feet, lls eyes watching 
with passtonate love in thelr depths, and now 
possessed himself of her hands. 

“She has been talking to you abou! that— 
ab other fellow, Is ii nob sof Nellie, my 

! my detling ! why should you think of 
bios when you love me? I koow you do. But 
let me hear you say ft, and thet wo will defy our 
kind frfends to as,” 

Her ‘face fell forward, until 16 rested on his 
dork head, and he felt her tears hot amongst bis 
curls, 

* Don’t cry, sweatheart,” he said, catching her 
close, ‘I love you too wel! to let you go, and 
we'll be happy fa spite of them all,” 

/ Bat ig hae pre waey now, sad in an 

of perplexity the jourg man 
conid do nothing but qc her egala and panin, 

finding power of thought or speec' d 
for the while deserted him, But presently the 

recovered something of her composure, and 
» aside her tearr, gently released herself 
from ‘hold, 

* You have no right to act eo, Swinton,’ she 


fe oF 
& 


3 


sald, 
- “No right, when I love you! when you are 








going to be my wife’? You raust 


Knight and tell bim you have changed your 
mind——” 


* T dare nob! oh, I dare not! Mother is : 


bent upon cur zaarriege.” 

* Bat she would wot have you unhappy; an 
ft is no uncommon thing for a gir! to jflt a 
fellow! It was a shame to perenace you f 
euch an engagement.” 

"But he fs so good to me,” Nelife 
weakly and regretfuily. 

“Who would not be?” ardently, and each « 
homely fellow should be afraid to dream of 
winning you,’ with his handsome head thrown 
back, aud an alr of conscious supertority on his 
face. “ Nellie, my desrast; be troe te yourself 
and to me! Surely your iove for ms should 
make you strong enough to resiet your mother’s 
anger end. Kaight’s pleadings; and in a few 
monthe I ehall return for you. At the most we 
need but walt until the + pring.” 

© You do not understand, and i cannot hope 
to make everything clear to you. On! Swinton 
I wish we had never met! It will be so bitter 
to aay good-bye for ever,” 

** Tt eball not be for ever! You do not love 
me, or you would not #0 calmly contemplate a 
separation?" he sald, augrily. 

“QOalmly! I am afraid to think of what [ 
know must be; and itis ungenerous to doubt 
my love, although, perhap:, you were justified 
in doing so, because 1 have already proved faith 
less to one man.” 

* Nollie! Neilie! Lama brute! IL did not 
stay to choove my words, Heaven knows | 
meant no reproach! Bub, sweetheart, this sacri- 
fice of yourself must not, shall nof bel 1 will 
go to Camford and fnterview your mother.” 

“Nol noi Your going would do no good. 
My mother is most resolute.” 

"To work you iil—yeal” bitterly. Bab 
she shall never ruin your life and mine to 
gratify a foollkh whim! Nellie, promke you 
will be my wife, and there will be nothing to 
fear 1” 

“You forget,” with grave rebuke, "IT am 
already promised. No, Swintor, until I am free 
you mast think of me as hie wile, I will not go 
from this |” 

** And suppose he is cur enongh to bold you 
bound }” 

“Then I mast bear my burden as I can, 
and you will soon forget. They say men alwsys 
do. ” 


And Swinton Cross found all his arguments 
and entreaties could nob shake her fixed re- 
solve, 

“T love you!” she said, almply aud earnestiy. 
“T love you ! but I have aiready wronged David 
too much for me to contemplate a farther wrong, 
Be patients little while, Perhape—who knows ' 
—-we may yet be hsppy.” 

And thus matters stood when Thurvday 
arrived, 

Nelile had written her mother, confessing 
all the trath, and praying her to break it to 
David, 

Bat this wasexactly what Mrs, Paget did not 
futend doing until she had sean and reasoned with 
her daughter. ; 

Tae young lovers had a short Interview, from 
which Nellie cams pale and red-syed, At the 
last ahe had kigsed Swinton iv a hopeless, weary 
fashion, and now she was wel! on her way to 
Bamford, believing she had left all the happiness 
and all the love of al! hor life behind, 

David met her at the ctation, and one glance 
at his homely radiant face told her he was in 
ignorance of the change fn her, and a wild dread 
of her mother’s anger anc his subsequent 
reproaches filled her heart. 

" Were you sorry to come home?” David said, 
with a wistful glance at the weary young face and 
the tremulone lips, 

"One is always sorry to leave kind friends,” 
she eaid, coldly. 

* What have they done to you! Have you 
been 111? You are as white as a ghost! ” 

**T am well enough, Don't worty, I am only 

red,” 
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CHAPTER II. 
“Look in my face. My name is Might-have-been ; 
1 am also called No More, Too Late, Farewell.” 
— Dante Rossetti. 


Mrs. Pacer met her daughter somewhat coldly, 
but her colduess was more the result of anxlety 
than displeasure. 

She wae profoundly sorry for the girl, but not 
- for an Instant did she intend this engagement to 
be broken. Surely, with her experience, she 
could judge what was best for her future 
welfare, 


Of course, David must be told, but fn such-a 
fashion that he might not take fright or offence ; 
and, perhaps, now Nellie bad sald good-bye to 
ths new lover, she would be content with the 


old. 

In the evening she gave David a chance to 
farther his cause by leaving him alone with 
Nellie, and with a troubled manger he availed 
himself of the opportanity, 

He drew a little nearer to the wretched, 
remorseful girl. 

" Nellie, what has come between us! Why 
are you eo changed ? ” and he would have put an 
arm about her, but she shrank back with a hurried 


cry. 

“Ob f don’t ! don’t ! I cannot bear ft!” 

A great dread leapt Into his eyes, his face looked 
suddenly pinched and old. 

“Do you mean,” he sald in a hoarse whisper, 
“do you mean there fs another }”’ 

And her silence answered him too cruelly, 

He was a very humble fellow ; had such a poor 
opinion of bis own merits, and such a high one 
of her worth, that he was mors hart than 
ea PAR 
And as he stood eflent, casting about In his 
mind for some word of entreaty or love, Nellis 
stole a glance at him, and, despite her pity (for 
she had learned to pity him), com him 
unfavourably with Swinton Cross, 

Presently he laid bis hand ia Infinite love and 
compaselon upon her shoulder, 

**Tell me all about it, Nelife ?” 

And when she found he had neither reproach 
noe. SO for her, it seemed her heart would 

r J 
‘ Your kindness hurts me!" she sald, chokingly. 
‘*T don't deserve it! Ihave behaved 4 
wickedly to you ! But, David, David, I did try 
to be true!" 

“My dear, I belleve you,” with » tremor In 
his voice, ‘' but {t was too hard. And so, Neilie, 
our love has all come to nothing—there Is only 
good-bye to be spoken. If he loves yoa, you 
pana happy,” and he turned to go, bat she 
cried, — 


"You do not understand, David! Do you 
suppose that, cruel and wicked ae I have been, I 
was eo wicked as to promise to marry any man 
whilet engaged to you.” 

"Do you mean this?” 

“ Yes ; do not I still wear your ring?” 

“Then, my dear, I thank you with all my 
heart. You must have some pity and some 
friendship for me so to consider me; but, my 
dear, you are free now. I could not hold you to 
a promise rashly given, and selfishly 
I am uot blind to my own Imperfections, and 
now I wonder I dared to dream you could care 
for mei” 

“Hush! hush!” she sobbed, shaken 
anguish and ploy, Ib is I who have been always 
unworthy, always ungratefal! Oh! why was 
mother so eager to cement our engagement t 
Io haa been oll a mistake—a!l o mistake! I 
wish I could make you understand how grieved 
and how ashamed I am. David, David, what 
shall I aay to yon?” 

“Say nothing, dear heari—but—bat—oh | it 
is hard, yet I will try to wieh you happiness with 
hima, Don’t fret, you poor child! All will come 
right yet!” 

She slipped the ring from her fioger, and Isid 
it in bie open palm. 

"Take It, David, I never should have worn ft, 
To morrow [ will return all your other gifte.” 

‘t Keep them, if he will allow that, They will 
help to hold me In your memory.” 





* Say that you forgive me,” she pleaded, “ and 
that you wiil forges!” — 

He lifted her band and kissed {t gently. 

"My dear, my dear!” he said, brokenly, “ let 
there be no question of forgiveness between us.” 

In an egony of remorse she turned from him, 
and went barriedly from the room. He stood 
watching until the door closed bebind her ; then, 
sinking down, threw hie arms out before him 
apon the table, and hid his tortured face, It was 
thus that Mrs. Paget found him, and at once 
guessed the worat. 

" David, dou't break down like that. It will 
all come right! Girls are given to euch fancies 
and caprices ; but, in less than a week Nelle will 
be her old seif 1” 

* She never loved me,” he said, drearily, and 
without looking up. ‘ Why should she! What 
fs there In me for any woman to like or admire! 
Ob, it was bratal to force her into an engagement 
so distasteful to her |” 

** You hardly know what you say,” with grave 
coldness, ‘‘She was not coerced, and you must 
see ny dearest wish fs that ehe may be happy. 
You can make her happy, and, David, you are 
like a son to me!” 

“Bat who will teach her to forget this for- 
tunate lover} No, no, she has given me back the 
ring, and it fs all over. You will not see me here 


‘Nonsense! Are you so poor spirited that 
you wiil resign her to a boy who does not and 
cannot love her as you do—a mere girlish fancy | 
Do you want to help her to spoil all ber ilfe? 
Why, in a few years she would despise and 


So Wednesday came, and then Mrs, Peget called 
her to her own room. 


“ Nellie, have you determined what to say to 
David to-morrow 1?” 
od 9 whiter, the great eyse 
dread. 


The white face 
wish, mother, Bat oh, 


wore « look of 
“IT will do as 
You have broken my 


mother! ob, m ! 
heard!” 

Mrs. Paget walted until she had grown calmer, 
then sald,— 

“Yon must acquaint Mr. Cross with your 
decision ; ib would be wrong to keep him tr 


err iverything ts bitterly, "1 
‘ Every wrong,” » “I bave 
decefved both David and Swinton, and if 
ee a Ce 
She wrote her note, a pitifal little message 
breathing of love and sorrow. 
you ever knew me, or that 
My mother has 
should be to 
break my word to David, so I am going to marry 
him if he still wishes it. You must not try to 
see me any more; {6 would do no good now, as I 
am resolved. Try to think ss kindly of me a 
you can, and, remember, my earnest prayer wil! 
be that t me and 1g 


loathe this butterfly lover, and blame you that | and 


you seb her free.” 

He looked up then, hope in his eyes, 4 light on 
his face, 

**Do you mean that, mother!” (she had been 
as a mother even to him). _ 

“Yes, Ido; and I promise I will use no force 
to bring abouts what you and I desire. Give 
Nellie a week of quiet thought, and then, if she 
does not her folly I ahall be a very false 

phet, ve her tome, Oh! yes, I will be 

Do I not love her? And now go, but 

come next Thursday, and if you fiad Neille with 

us ia the parlour you will know, without one 
word, that all fs well.” 

And when he had gone she stood a moment fn 
thought, then went upstairs and knocked at 
Nellie’s door. The girl opened it slowly, She 
was terribly white and haggard, but she was quite 


Mrs. Paget drew her to the bed, and sat down 
beside her, one arm abont her waist. 


a, 3 thing to say, and it hurt ber 
to say it, but in some way she determined 
to disenchant Nellie, 
kind.” 


was 
and so *' must be cruel to be 


The girl shivered violently, but made no re- 
spouse, and the mother went on,— 

“This so-called love has been of too rapid a 
growth to be endaring ; fn efx months each would 
be weary of the other. And, Nellie, so solemn 
a promise as yours to David should not be ligh 
and heartleasly broker. Then, too, supposing 
consented to an engagement between you and Mr. 
Crosr, ib would be long maggot could marry ; 
and ven See oe ayy my ri how ba 
struggle It is for me provide for you 
David's wife you could materially assist your 
brothers and sisters.” 
then, Kiedog ‘Wellig lett her to 

en, 
advice and entreatles. Thro 
was the same, until the poor girl began 
herself as wicked and un 
with her misplaced love with all 





seen aus cba 
. reproachea 
peta in no al 
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very gently, but with an evident effort, 
“Ia this teue, Nellie)” 


es,” she auswered, without an upward glance. 
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The nex moruing # letter reached her from 
Swintor, in which be said,-~ 

“J cannot think you will so heartlessly throw 
me over ; you cannot mean that we must part 
for all time. Oh Heaven! anything but that. 
Nellie, my darllog Nell | waft a ifttie while until 
I can claim you for my wife. Trtist me, sweet 
heart, we shall yet be happy, if you will give up 
this absurd idea of duty, To-morrow I leave for 
Geneva, and unless a meseage me before 
Istart I ehall know you have been utterly false, 
and shall curse the day we met.” 

“ Mother | mother ! ” she cried, “ why have you 
made me do this thing? You break my heart, I 
am like a sheep offered for sacrifice! Let me 
pap A arte id Oe ane 

om are to refase, weepip ew 
Torself ou her bed, . 7 

The next day Swinton started for Geneva, at 
enmity with the world and Nellie, and Mrs. Paget 
sighed relleved!y ae she thought her daughter's 
future asaured. It would have broken her heart 
could she have seen what misery she was laying 
up for her, 


CHAPTER IV. 


It seems oo hard to think for us 
Not even hope can soften woe ; 
‘Tis cruel to have lost her thus, 
Lloved her so! I loved her so!" 
— Whyte Meiviile 
ee, yor linea ey tion, Nellie was 
8 ' or 
Spe 
ove pad pa’ ly ; but he never 
her, and soon the natural eweetness of her temper 
reasserted {teelf, and from tolerating him she 
grew to like his society, 

She wae of the clinging, affectionate of 
woman, and kindness was her necessary food ! 
sometimes still a discontent stirred her 
heart. Once and ue longing desire to seek 
out Swinton, and pray bim to forgive her be- 
cause of her love, made her restless and 
supremely wretched. 

But asthe months wore by her pain settled 
into a dull ache, which grew fainter etfl] as the 
time of her wedding approached. 

Bat there was one noticeable about her 
~—she had none of the pretty ehynees, the timid 
happiness of most girls in her position. She 
7. yo, — pg marriage as of an - 

ay affair, y of the arrangements 6 
by David for her comfort; and scarcely a blush 
rose to her cheeks—certainly no added light came 
into her eyes—ae she heard him ig what 
i ene. = r we nee future, 

e wedding-day dawned, t and Intense] 
hot, and Nellfe, enbmltting Kareel! bs her sethers 
hands, found ‘herself carefully and elaborately 
dressed. She was quite composed enough to take 

re in her own sppearance — the dainty 
avender elk with its shimmering folds, the trim 
littie bonnet which had cost her mother more 
than she could well afford. 

No guests were Invited, David asking that the 
wedding should be a very quiet one; but Harlot 
looked nicely in her brideemald’s drese of cream, 
with ite dashes of crimson, and * Uncle Fred” 
had come down to give away the bride, ~ 

Nellie « reulised all she was 
went throg: ordeal so quietly foal ia 
that 1; Fred” congratulated her on her 
‘* good sense,” and did nob understand that had 
ma scarcely have been so 
com § 

The wedding adjourned to Mrs, Paget's, 
where a quiet, t day was spent ; and then 
David carried his bride cff to the dainty home he 
had for her. . 


Tt was small and compact, and not en article ft 
contained had been purchased without Nellie’ 


“You have been too to me,” she cried, 
‘and fb shall be my wor to make you happy.” 
‘You have done that already, Nellie,” he 

, with grave tendernese. 





‘ So Nellis began her new life, and was too busy 

for idle regrete—too true and pure a woman 

to allow her thoughts to rove to Swinton, and 

havirg her time fully occupied half forgot the 
t. 


pas’ > ee 

Each day David unconsciously showed her 
some new beauty fn his character, paid her some 
new tribute of love, and she sald to herself, ‘I 
am happy. I am genuinely fond of him,” and 
— not guess how necessary he was growing to 


Mra. Puget was delighted at the success of her 

venture, often « to Harlot of her own 
t and pradence, 

So the months wore on, ard Nellie said she 
felt quite “ilke an old marrled woman,” and 
ordered her house wisely and wel), anxious in all 
things to please her husband, whe, all unknown 
to herself, was dally growing dearer. 

And thus matters stood when one day Mrs, 
Pred-Paget was considerably startled by hearing 
Swinton announced, 4 

“Why, Swinton,” she cried, "how glad I am 
to see you! Why did you not write so that we 
could prepare for you? How pleased Fred will 


"Tf he oo me ball as hearty a greeting as 

you have done I shall be satisfied,” laughed the 

Hoey F man; ‘bat, Aun, my dear, I am fright- 
lly han; 


sab | think thas is your norma! condition,” laugh- 
ing ; ‘‘ but I'll go foraging, and bring you the 
beet I can find.” She glanced curlouely 9% him, 
for nbw the flash of excitement had dled away 
from his face she caw how aged he was. “ You 
have been {)11” she said, kindly. 
vr only slightly tndieposed, and I have had 
a Pee son. dy I can assure you, Ana, I loat no 
time in comtng down here.” 
‘Tam duly fisttered,” she sald, beginning to 
a snowy cloth, whilst a mald brought in 
remains of a pigeon-pie and a foam'ng tankard 
ete "Tt seams a great while since you were 


? 
“More than two years. Nellie was with you 
then. Of course she is married now?” 

"Yes. I wrote you word ab the time, but I 
—_ y you OS beadien _ that, as seth 
outgrown your nt for m 
We shall hear soon that yen veg turned 
Benedict!” 

"IT think not,” carelessly. “TI like roy freedox. 
And is Nellie well and heppy 1” 

“Both, David ts to her, and I am 
sure she considers herself a fortunate girl,” 

Swinton made no reply; but Mrs, Paget saw 
his face darken, and leaning forward, said, — 

“* Sarely you don’t grudge her her happiness ! 
You are not so ungenerous ?”” 

"Tam glad she is ao content,’ he answered, 
bitterly, “She has found {6 easy to forged.” 

"Tf you are still sore about what you please 
to call your rejection, I hope you will not 
attempt to see her. It would be » shame to 
disturb her peace,” 

“Ob, don’t be afraid, Ann. I have no wish 
to see her; and you mush make some allowance 
for a disappointed fellow. You know I was 
honestly fond of her, but I am ‘not the sort of 
character to cry for the moon, and I have too 
much work always to brood over any trouble 


past or be 

But Mire Fred was etrangely uneasy in a vagne 

way, and wished he had not returned. That 
t she sald to her husband, anzfously,— 

‘Do you think Swinton fs improved!” 

“No, I don’t, Anu,” frankly, *‘I am dis- 
appointed in him. His moral tone fen't as high 
as I could wieh, Might ie evidently ‘right’ with 
him, snd he seems. only to have one idea, and 
that fa to ‘ make haste to grow rich.’” 
worst fault I shall not com- 
plain,” sald Mre, Fred, and refused to ¢ her 

she watched Swinton narrowly in the 


Ble manner was marked by a forced galety, 
to her former ex- 





answered, warmly, ‘* He is a model man without 
belong a prig. Any good woman would be won 
by his worth and devotion.” 

He said no more, but, pondering over her 
words, came to the conclusion that she had given 
an evasive answer because she knew Welile did 
not really love David, and resolved tn bis mind 
that he would learn the trath from his old love 
hereelf. 

So, a day or two later, he anaounced his {n- 
tention of “running up to town,” saying there 
were some " good things on at the theatres,” and 
the changes would be pleasant. 

Still with that aneary feeling ia hor heart, 
Mrs, Fred packed his portmantess, and walked 
with him to the station to satisfy herself he was 
really going to town, She hated herself when he 
showed her his ticket to King’s Oroas, and atill 
she doubted him, 

"T’'ll drop you a line,” he sald, at parting, 
" goless I find London too deserted to stay In it, 
I’m an erratic fellow at best, and no one can 
jadge what my next movement will be, any more 
than I can myself.” 

True to his word he wrote way ing he was 
having a good time, and ehould nob Ptugn to 
S:, Ethelreda for a few days; then, having 
posted his letter, packed hie valies and took train 
to Camford, 

He hardly knew why he was golng, or what he 
intended doing when he reached the town, save 
that apy coat he would see Nellie and jadge for 
himself whether she was happy or uo, 

But it was too late to vielt her when he 
arrived, so he secured comfortable apartments, 
—_ walted with some impatience for the next 

ay. 
it came at last, bright and bot, and Swioton 
eet out to diecover his old love’s home, It was 
not a very difficuls task, the house standing o 
littie back from one of the principal thorough. 
fares. It was surrounded by a high wall over- 
looked by splendid chestnuts ; and, as Swinton 
glanced through the open gate, he saw such a 
cosy, prebty face, eo suggestive of peace and love, 
that a fierce envy aud hatred filled his heart. 

He passed in, and up the trim path without 
so much as ® glance at Nellie’s flowers, and, 
ringing, sent in his card, 

Nellie had been sitting at work, and when she 
read his name started up, very pale and agitated. 
Why had be come to molest her? And what 
would David say to this unexpected wielt? And 
then, remembering how once she had confessed 
she loved this man, she blushed brightly, and 
Swinton, fiading ber confused, conetrued her 
manner as be wished. 

'* You have taken me by eurprise,” she sald, 
gently, motioning bim to a chair, “I did not 
even know you were fu England.” 

“Tam fond of surprising folke, I startled 
Ann almoat out of her senses, and now she be- 
Yisves I am in London, and will be vexed, indeed, 
if she learns I have been bere.’ 

“TI gee no reason for vexatiou,” Nellie said, 
nervously, and looked down at her work. 

**Do not you? Shall we say I had no right 
to recall myself to your memory, but I could not 
leave England without seeing you, Neli, aithough 
you so soon and so cruelly forgot me,” 

She rose, trembling a little, but with a certair 
dignity of mien new to her. 

“Mr, Oross, you do wrong to recall the past. 
I cannot listen to you, It would be » sin against 
my husband.” 

An ugly sneer disfigured hia face. 

"There was a time when you did not so con- 


sider him.” 
“True, and I am not likely to forget my 
logratitude and falibiessuess,” she answered, 


gravely, "Mr. Oross, it is gumanly to taunt 
me,” 

“You drive me to 1,” eullenly, " Aod, Nell, 
whatever you do now you loved me then.” 

The bright blood stained cheek end throat, 
and her 7 drooped. 

“J will not talk of these things, end, anless 
you cam mee? me as au ordinary acgnatutance, I 
musab decline to receive you ogain.” 

“Have you forgotten everything '” he erfed, 
heartbrokeuly. ‘How msdly you sobbed when 
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we ‘sald good-bye !--how you vowed you should 
never love me lees f 

“Tam ashamed to remember these things,” 

_ “What! Do you mean you are so changed 
that you love David Katght ¥” 

_ Aad suddealy her heart awoke to the know- 
ledge thit her husband was dearer to her than 
all the world beside, . 

“Ido love him!” but the man before her did 
nob bellevs her, 

" Your sense cf daty forces you to Ife to me; 
but you cannot deceive me. I will not believe 
y ou could - a and wickedly change to me. 
Nellie, my darling! my dart om 
a Bh fy g@! my ling! give me some 

* How dare you talk to me thus!” she naked, 
in angry amazsment. ‘I shonld be sacred to 
you, being a wifa, Pray go, before you offend 
beyond forgiveness,” 

“T will not go antfl you tell me all the trath 
As cure a8 there fs a Heaven above us you loved 
me once, and I refase to think you have trans- 
ferred your affection to any other. I have 
thought of you—loved you and hated you by 
turne—these two long yearr, I have tried to 
forget you and falled. Why did you confess £0 
momch if you meant to give eo little?” 

Apparently you forges I was engaged to 
David before we ever met, and that you had’ no 
righh to nddreea me ae you cid, Ido nob blame 

- you, I was equally erring ; but he nobly forgave 
me,” 

And then the young volce faltered, and the 
sweet eyes filled with tears, But after a pause 
the went on bravely,— 

“ And now, if you ever loved me—if you have 
any vestige of esteem for me—-I ask you to go, 
aud never to seek me out again, I will not risk 
lows of happiness and good report for your sake.” 

Say, rather, you love the good things of life 
too well to give them up,” bitterly. " You 
women are all alfke ! incapable of constancy.” 

**Gol” she said; in a low, stern volce, “1 
“ not hear you }” 

tle sprang to her aide, cau her fn 5, 
and kissed St t . phe 


CHAPTER VY. 
My wite! my-wife! What wife? I have no wife!” 


— Shakespenre, 

Wira alow cry of pain and shame Nellie 
wrenched herself from him, and sluking upona 
couch sobbed bitterly. 

“ David would never so have insulted a woman | 
Tam ashamed to remember tha once I held you 
dear. I shall always be ashamed-——~” 

“Stop 1” He sald, harsbly, ‘do nob go too far ; 
do not add to your former wanton cruelty by 
further reptoaches, Nelife, of what use: fs this 
fetgned anger? Do you yee Tam so onsily 
duped?” ‘Then he sank on his knees beside her. 
“Say you pity me—for pity fs skin to love, 
Sweetheart !~—my sweetheart, despite all that 
hae gone—how can you be so hard with me?" 

"Oh, go away !” she erled, entreatingly ; “' zo 
awey before David returns. I am frightened, If 
ever you cared for mo leave me now, Swinton }” 

Oateide a» man stood-as thongh turned to shone. 
His face was ghastly, bis oyes wild, and fa bis 
great tender, honest heart rove a wild cry. 

“False! Baloo! False! And I loved her 
30 | Eas * 

Through the open door be saw his rival’s face, 
flached and eager. 

‘*T will nob leave yon! I have forgotten to 
be mercifal! I can only remember I lové you, 
and have loeb you! Oh! no! no! no!—not 
lost you! Nellie, by our mutual paselon I pray 
you tocome with me! Away from England we 
shall be happy!” 

The Hetener stirred, shivered, then ewiltly and 
slldntly moved from the door. 

Ob} it he hed but stayed to hear bis wife's 
reply ! 

Nelile rosa anddenly, her face as white as 
though Death had set bie seal upon ft, her eyes 
darkened by outraged purity and pride, 

“You have said too much! Oh! how have I 
erred to be so lowin your esteem! I told you 
truly that you were no more than a friend to me, 


But had I loved qt until this very hour your 
last words would have changed that love to scorn. 
I thank Heaven that I am not bound to you by 
any ties ; had I been, then I sould only have been 
wretched, knowing you as you are,” 

And something in her manner carried convic- 
tion to his heart and braip. 

With an Imprecation he turned from her. 

“ You are falser than I belleved a woman could 
be, but you will live to regres your Inconstancy. 
Az sure as there is a Heaven above us, I will 
turn your husband’s heart from you! ’ 

* You cannob |” she retorted, with scorn ; “and 
I myself shail confeds all the trath to him on his 
return, No deception shali ever raise a barrier 
bebween us j” 

"You are scarcely wiae to trast him so far. A 
jealous man does not listen to reason |” and with 
those words he moved to the door; there he 
paused a moment to look at her, the pale, cold 
face, the scornful, condemning eyes, Then he 
went out, and only once again in all her life 
would Neille see htm, 

When he had gone, a complete reaction set iv, 
and for very long she lay weeplag helplessly and 
qaletly, Thea she began to wonder over David's 
lopg sbsence, and finally despatched the misid to 
the office fa search of him, 

The girl returned in » few minutes, with a 
rasaeage to the effect that master was busy, and 
could not leave the office, Mistress was nob to 
“walt dinver for him,” 

Nellie wandered miserably through the house, 
fearlug, she scarcely knew what, praying that 
Swinton might not see David before her confesalon 
was made, As 

Now that she knew his true nature she won- 
dered at her past folly, and vowed, by years of 
loving devotion to David, to mske atonemend 
for it, 

Meanwhile, David sat alone Ia his office, his 
head bowed in his hands, wrestling with a very 
eoadnees of agony and despair. [f only he could 
free her, and so save her from the horrible sin 
she contemplated | If only he were dead ! Would 
she be sorry then? Would she understand at last 
how dearly he had prigad her t 

There was one way by which he coald save 
her from ain, Was he brave enough to take it? 
Suppose bo lifted his hand against himeeif{ He 
di@ not wince from the thought; bub as he 
lifted his heavy eyes they lit upon a ilfe insurance 
policy—his own, By committing suicide he 
would rob Nellfe of five hundred pounds, and he 
had little else to leave her. No, no! However 
and whenever he died there mast bs no doubt as 
to the manner of his death, and he began to 
devise schemes by which she might benefit, Bat 
none of them were periect—all of them were 
open to some grave objection, He would think 
more clearly when he was away; and there were 
seventy-five qpounds at the bank for Neilie’s 
presen) wante. 

“ He must go away!” that was the thought 
which haunted him, He could uever see her 
agalu—-this poor girl he called wife, who had been 
coerced into a haveful marriage. 

There was no anger in his. heart against her, 
only pity and pardon, All his rage was spent 
upon Swinton, the man who had dared urge dis- 
honoursbie proposals to her, And then he prayed 
Heaven in ite infiulte mercy bad made her.strong 
to refare bis plea;_and, finally, as if grew dusk, 
he rose, locked the office, and went ov, 

He had not.meant to see his wile again, but 
& great yearnivug came over him to look once 
more at the dear face he loved, aud to hear the 
low tones of her voice, - So he bent his eseps 
towards the house which would know him no 
more ; and, ‘entering wearily, was met by the 
coaid, 

© Mistresa me iying down, air,” she sald. “She 
has not been well all day.” 

He stole upstaire to her room. She was sleep- 
ing quletiy as o little child. 

With throbbing heart and misty eyes ha bent 
over her, and kissed ber once, She did not stir 
or wake, and he stole out of her presence, 
ty had looked his last upon her, 

Then he put a few necessary articles together, 
and wrote a litle note, which he gave to the 





maid, saylog,— 


your 
| been home at all since I slept?” 


“Tell your rmolstress I shall nob be home io- 
night, and this will explain the reason for my 
absence,” ; 

Then he let himself out, and, groaning 
heavily, turned his back upon wife and home 
and love. 

He went on steadily until he reached the rail 
way-station, 

A porter took his modest luggage from him, 

“ Where for, sir ?.” 

He started, and roused himself, 

* Where does the next train go to?” 

“To Bristol, sir. She starte In fitteer 
minutes,” 

“That will do,” and the man’s look of un- 
qualified was lost upon him, 

He took a third-class and walted with 
dreary patience for the to start, wondering 
all the while if Nellie would grieve over his 

or if she would be glad of the free- 
by the sacrifice of his whole life's 


very far on his way, indeed, when 
ae oe her bed- 
i} 


“ Master left this for Aree gta 
6,”’ 


were not to b him 

“Where you see masater ?. Has he 

‘ Yos, ma’am, bat hé didn’t stay long,” and 
the girl withdrew, leaving Nellie a prey to doubts 
and fears. She tore open the envelope with 
trembling fingers, and as she read « mist came 
before her eyes, and ber heart seemed like to 
choke her with ite wild beatings. 


“T heard Swinton Cross propose fi 
I dared not stay to hear your reply. 
for me to know I never had 
wife, how could you so 
away, dnd you be glad that I have relieved 
policy yA poy wish with all my 

could free you from = marriage #0 distastefal 
to you. Ido not h 
were so young, and Iso 
you as my own. Bat I pray you, 
your parity; do not. s 
darken your life with ‘the foul crime he dared 
neme, 


b to you. 
t is enough 
love; but, oh? 
ve me f iam golng 


until I am dead | 


That was all, and the blow wasso sharp, so 
endden, that the wretched young creature could 
not quite realise the extent of her calamity, 
could neither ory nor moan. She sat with 
one hand proased to her brow, her eyes wide and 
dilated, and the slow minutes wore by laden 
with agony. 

It was getting very late, the streete were 
growlag quiet, and still she sat there In her dumb 
despair, until aroused by the maid’s volce begging 
permizaion to go to bed, 

“Yes, go by all means,” she said, in ao calm o 
volee that she herself was surprised ; and when 
she was quite sure the girl slept she rose, and 
taking up her hat went out and walked In a 
@aned way to her mother’s. Mrs. Paget was not 
a Httle surprised and alarmed when she opexed 
the door to admit her, 

‘¢ Why, Nellie, what has happsned? Is David 

” 


il? 
‘€ Read 1b,” she sald, and put the letter Into 
her shoulder, crfed, — 


her hand, “* read 1b, mother,’ 
Harlot, looking over 
“Oh, Nellie! Nellie 1 what have you done? 
All Camford will know {t to-morrow. How 
could you be so wicked as to meet Swinton 
1 , 


She Mstened In a dezed apathetic way, until 
Hartot’s and her mother’s questions 
ceased, then quite quietly told them all that had 


asced, , 
“Don’t you care? Are you senseless and 
shameless that you speak so calmly i” 
She turned her heavy eyes upon Harlot,—- 





"I don’t know,” she anid, heavily, “Lam 
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numbed ; perhaps to-morrow I shall understand 
it better.” 

The mother took her In her army, weeplog 
pitterly, lawardly reproschifg herself that she 
had compaseed this marriage, bat could not 
refrain from saying,—~ 

“Was he nob good and kindenough to win 
sour love’ Ob, Nellie, how could you bring this 
shame upon us!” 

“Shame!” she echoad, strangely. ‘Is it 
shame? Mother, be kind to me, I loved him, 
and he fs gone. On ! if he had but heard my answer 
to Swinton, if he had bub waited for an explen- 
ation.” Then she started up, and began hurriedly 
to fasten her wrap about her throat, ‘ 

* Where are you going? What do yon inte 

. hy 


doing 

Tam golng home, perhaps I shall find hin 
there}. Perbaps he has already repented his 
hasty judgment. No, mother, you need not 
come with me, I would like best to be alone,” 
bat Mce. Paget inslated upon golog with her, 
She war efraid that the poor child would commit 
some rash and irremediable act, although, Indeed, 
no thought of self-destraction vielted her difs- 


tangs mind. 

All through the long aight the two women kept 
watch, bub valoly; and when morniog dawned 
Mrs, Paget burst into » pasefonate flood of tears, 
wildly denouncing. David. Nellie tarned one 
mer glance upon her, 

“ He fe my bneband,” she sald, coldiy, "and 
I wronged him,” aud the elder woman was 
silenced, » 

Never had the young wife so loved her lord 
pal ai oi had she so highly prized his love 


A great dread tore at her heart | 


lest he was loet to her for ever, and stlll she 
could nob cry. Another weary, weary day passed 
and still no news.of David ; and then Mrs, Paget 
telegraphed for Uncle Fred, who answered her 
summons promptly, 

Hig tadignation exceeded all bonnds when he 
learned the story of the rupture, and he swore 
pa oy hy arg Cross should never again 
darken his doors. 

.. He wes toll of pity for the hapless husband 
aad wile, and bis generous kindness touched 
Nellie as nothing else had done since David's 
es He wrote, acquafuiing his wife wlth the 

sed , and when Swinton retarned, 
& few days , to St.. Erhelreda, he found 
Tenby House closed against him. 

Day followed day, and at last Uncle Fred 
Geclded to offer David's business for sale ; and a 
tiyal accountant purchasing it, Nellie insisted 
that the money realised should be added to the 
lttle sum lying at the baak. ¢ 

I wilt never toach a penny of ft,” she sald, 
gaiotly. *'T deserve no anch consideration from 
bim. . { will work for my bread,”, and from that 
condition she would not go. The pleasant home 
pect st pe made #0 Sa, ah heme t the 

goods disposed of, an you 
wife {eall calmly and dry-eyed. ” 

One day Uncle Fred gave her @ letter, "I 
think,” he said, gravely, “it fs from Swioton.” 

She bo fv as though {bp burned her, 

“Take 1b away,” she cried, in « perfech passion 
of rage and hate, ‘Take it away, I will not 
hear one word from him,” aod suddenly cover. 
eB Maes. with Der hate; ‘she bern into 

this 


outburst saved her reason, 
ter Uncle Fred carried her off to 
ange,” adding, ‘* together 
We can plan your future, and Aot wil! be a great 
help and comfort to you.” 


CHAPTER VI. 


“ Ip his ; 
A ravening hunger lived that seamed to ory 
Urgently for its own.” ; 
—Helen Mothers, 


i} 
Davi béd-eounted upon obtaining work very 
easily in euch a heap place as Bristol ; but. be 
Was doomed to and failure. No 
one needed him, the waa overstocked 
with clerks, young and old, there was'mo room 





for him ; and his retiring, almost timid, bearing 
did not recommend him to snergetic businees 
msn. 

Slowly aud surely his little stock of money 
wasted, and although he practised strictest 
economy he soon stood face to face with want. 

Oue by one he disposed of such articles as he 
could spare, and atill he found no employment. 
Despatring and miserable he sat fn his poor little 
room, pondering over bis future—the future so 
bleak aud desolate, so uncheered by love and 
faith, when some one knocked at the door, and, 
without waitlog a reply, entered, 

David looked wearily round, and found his 
visitor was a man, who, with his wife, occupied 
the nex room. . 

“What fs 181” he asked dally, as the man 
advanced, 

“Well, mate, I heard of a job, and thought 
of you at oace ; bat I don’t know as you'll care 
to take 1t; ft aln’s what you've been used to.” 

“T don’t care whad it is!’ David sald eagorly, 
ey not aokion work.” a . we 

‘I was t p’ your strength wasn’t 
much to speak of,” ae a glance at the slim, 
spare figure, “ but maybe your're stronger than 
you look.” 

*'Ob, yes, I’m very strong ; and ff E don’t get 
work I must starve |.” 

“That's about the size of ib, I guess. Well, 
mate, there’s an odd job man wanted at the ware- 
house where I am; and I spoke to the foremaa 
about you. He's willing to give you a trial; bat 
I warn you the hours are long, and the pay emall, 
the work hard ; still you’re not compelled to stay 
if you don’t itke {b,” 

**T shall stay if Iam lucky enough to get the 
posb,” David said, firmly. ‘Where ie ib 1” 

“Just down by the quay; and {f you like to 
walk down with me in the morning ; p’raps you 
can get to work at once, The foreman’s sharp, 
but not a bad ‘sors when you'know him, Well, 
good-night, mate, Be ready at half-past five sharp, 
and the miasus'll give you a cup of tea afore you 

‘o,”” 

Hoe went blandering out, leaving David to his 
own sad and bitter reflections, 

“ Neliie ! Nellfe |’ he groaned, “ to what priva- 
thon and indignities you have condemned me! 
Oh, wite! ob, wife! if you could but have loved 
me! If only I could know you ard safe—and— 
and content!” and then he broke utterly down, 
as he remembered all the dreams be had dreamed, 
all her seerm!og devotion, her pretty, careselog 


we. 

He thought of her as «till living and moving 
in that dear home he bad forsworn, where he 
had kuown such biles and euch content as rarely 
come to meu, 

He saw her pale with the pala of parting from 
the man who had won her heart to hfs andotng 
She was bowed down with sorrow that was nob 
for her lord, And then ho dared pursue this 
train of thought no longer, lest he should go 
mad, Oualy through the silence of the room was 
— ¢ prayer, “ Heaven bless her, and make 

He threw himeclf on his bed and fell Into a 
heavy slumber, from which he woke unrefreshed 
and despondent. ; 

He bad stvarcely dremwwed when Mrs, Adama, hia 
new friend's wife, brought him a ctip of tea and 
some thick slices of bread-anil- butter, telling him 
he must hurry over his meal, as Nat was almost 


That day was the beginning of » dreary, to'l- 
some time. Often and often he wae co worn, 80 
weary, that It seemed he could but lie down and 
dle. 


The work waa so uncongenial, his companions 
of type hitherto unknown to him. 

At first they eyed him askance, or openly 
ridioalad bia appearance and manners ; but soon 
contempt and suepicion weve succeeded by liking 
and respect—the new-comer was always so ready 
to help another, ao quiet, so inoffensive, that they 
Jet him go hia way tn peace, and It was tacitly 


understood that no one should molest “little 
Dave.” 

The monthe of grief and privation were 
alrgady leaving a mark upon him. He was 
changed and eged beyond conception; the 





homely face was lined with caro, the eyes sunken, 
and he walked like one who carried a heavy 
burden, 

Bat no complaints evar broke from him, snd 
his story was known only to himself, althouysh 
it was shrewdly gressed that “little Dave” had 
seen better days, and had suffered some heavy 
blow, 

“Depend upon ft, mates,” sald Adams, one 
day; “ he ain’h bere through his own fault, He's 
next door to a enint, if you ask my oplulon. 
He’d go & mille out of his way to do a kind 
thing, or speak a word of comfort to a poor 
body, And little as he’s got of bia own, ha’ll 
always spare something for a body poorer chau 
himeelf,” 

“ That's so,” sald another, heartily, ‘though 
you'd never think {t to look at him; but hand- 
some Is as handsome does, la my motter,’’ 

So In patience he trod the rugged way, asking 
nothing, hoping nothing, craving nothing save 
news of Nelle. 

Meanwhile, she was duly {nstalled at Tenby 
House, Mre. Fred declariog the children were 
too many for her; and as Nellie refased to eat 
the bread of charity, ebe taught her young consins 
such accomplishments aa she had, qud kapt their 
wardrobes in repair, 

She, too, wae changed, All her pretty winsome 
ways had vanished, and the pale, grave young 
wife was but the ghost of the girl who bad woo 
David's love, All her efforts to dircover hei 
hueband had proved fruitless, and her psasion- 
ate heart rose In hob revolt ab the bitterness of 
her !ot, 

**T shall never be happy again,” she anid, 
** for he will never forgive me or return—David ! 
David 1 I wish I had died before I 20 hurt you, 
and so lost your love. I wish I were dead |” 

But she was young and strong, and grief duer 
not often kill, 

So winter cjme’ and went, and spring glad- 
dened al! the earth, spoke of new hope to all 
“save me,” thought poor David, ae he plodded 
wearfly home, 

He was more then usually sad that day, baving 
stood beside the death-bed of a fs!low-worker. 

A virulent fever was rife in tie city, and fn 
thoss crowded Ianes'and courts where the poor 
herded together the mortality wag fearfal. 

One after another was sirlcken down—mer, 
women, and little children—too many of them 
never fo riee agalu. 

And fnall thig time David had pursued his 
quiet way, going from house to house with words 
of cotnfort and kindly deode not enally to ve 
forgotten. : 

He had nefther fear nor care for himself ; fe 
held no charm for him, and death no dread. li 
the prayers of thankful! hearts could bave blessed 
him he had been blessed indeed ; but he was 
hopeless of any good thing. 

To-night, aa be went towards that wretched 
place called home, head and heart alike ware 
heavy, and a strange numbness crept over his 
beady. 

ef em tired,’ he thought, unwilllug to 
imagine himself ill, ‘a night's reat will restore 
me.,”’ 

He was woelking down Wine-sireet, pushlug 
hie way through the motley crowd of pedestriang, 
when « man brushed by him roughly, then, 
turning, apologised in quick, sharp fashion, and 
went on his way once more, heediese of the wild, 
white face, the startled szonlsed eyes bent upon 
him, 

David had fallen against « wall, and stood 
eiaring. after him, forgetful of everything 
aronnd, 

“Oh Heaven!” he groaned, "fi is he! Neille | 
Nelife | my darling | where are you #” 

A young girl passing, looked pitifully st hia, 
then said in o musical voico, made sweeisr by the 
soft and pretty brogue,— 

* Are gou f)!, poor fellow! Cau I do anything 
for you” , 

He roused hiraselé frou the stupor into which 
he had fallen. 

“7 am not fll, Bath tell me which way ho 
went?” 

She looked perplexedly at him. 

"Who Is it you want i” 
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“I beg your pardon,” 
you could not know, 
am quite well, bud I was start! 


he sald, gently, '*] than he coud be 


elsewhere. And, after all, 
fifteen shillings s- 


week did n-t make him o rich 


“Da not Ne to me,” he sald, in a SUPpreased 


tone, “I am nob fnelined to 


men; so he stayed with those he had be. 
her aston{shmént) he po ; z “ 


his hat (much to love and faith he had so fully 


“TI am speak'rg trnth now, although ft asers 


Increcih ¢ that any woman Ip possession of her 
senses thould pre’er you tome. Bat it Was a0, 


It was growlog dark when he 
rickety stairs, Bat he 
way now throngh long 


stumbled up the 
knew every step of the 


Adams tapped at hie door, 


And popenele year 
snow ” paseed « 
and learned that 


of bud and bloom and 
ince he sto d ontside 5 door, 


purpose loltered about 
Joy was not -or him!” 


and I msant to bs tevanged on her, and for that 
amford un next 


day: Leven looked ta Upon you at your office, 
je ey T could wait awhile. On the et 


make tea for him ; and 
of the wan face and heavy 


heard you were gone, and I went back to 


St. Ethelreda to be met with contumely. 


sir! you are M1. Bless us and is TER VIL 


he fever on you!” 


Since 
T learned accidentally, your wife is living 


with Fred, and still mourning your loss.” 
"Oh, fool, fool, to doubt her f” David cried, 
bitter’ 


" Hast thou found me, 0 mine enemy ?” 


{ts gorgeous blooms, Ite 
David. wondered @ Mittle 
Would watch coming 
chapter of life ended, 


of the place, the 


ose, his face flashing, and a. sudden AUTUMN came with 


g° away, They will take me in at how many seasons he 


I——," but his 
y down, and withont warning 
floor, 


It waa quite late when he recovered 


ly. “To make her the cynosure of all 


— upon him, and, waxing impatient, 


Adams and « doctor bending 


He tried to raise hirasel?, bub failed. 
Le away,” he pleaded, and even 


“airing,” leaving him to 


over him anxious] 


“When you can 
affairs I would like to talk to yon. You know 


Tam {n an awkward fix.” 
David nodded, 


volce sounded faint and far 


doctor said, authorite 
ble to moye you,” 
havea hard time before 


passage. 
badly. If he has any was not quick to play, but when he saw 


cers of law hurrying after-the 
, tight or wrong, to save the 


One of his parsvers 


you, he hus got the f 
friends write for them,’ 
thought the slck sorrow- 
his face to the wall, “ what 


‘o understand what the woman 
reat effort he. succeeded, 

if there was no one whom he 
one to whom he would send 9 


friends had he {”” 
sald, and after a & 
Wished to see, no 


do you mean!” pate " How can 


What 
she be concerned fn this affair 


yes” he whispered, “there Is one ; 


“ Why, when she jilted me I dida’t care much 


what came to me, but soon I 


you rans wait until I am 
free ; that—that 


"But her name} T 
_ She pleaded to deat 
looked ap at the doctor. 


dead. Then tell 
——~" and his mind 


ell {t me quick 1” 
ears, and corrowfully she 


sir, he don’t know a word I 
uli ft do seem hard ”—~and she 
to die here, and anbeknown 


iusk. 
safe here!” he said, *' come with 
There you will tell 


bo his friends, too,'’ 

Bat David was not to die, altho 
days ms imé pang by a thread, and 
ro al each moment would be his last, His 
fellow-workers came and went with soft steps 
and hashed voloss to Inquire ‘‘for Httle Dave, 
poor old Dave!’ and, hoping for the best, con- 
trived to perform his duties amongst themselves 
#0 that his post might remain open until he could 


~ And one day they learned that he was con- 
aclous, although nod yet pronounced out of 
denger, and there was hearty rejoicing among 
them. 


‘Mrs. Adame selzed the opportunity to ask,— 
™ me cond the, he dis 
never lost her respect for this hapless young 


visitor, {n a patro- 
suffer because of 


ESE 


: y done as I would 


eu 
a8 
s 

F 

H 


: 
[ 
pe 
; 


-' 
= 


~ od 


“Ts there no one 


pasesge, 

“So ft Is you, Swinton O 
dull, laboured’ voice. inde 
“Yes, itis I. Now w 
dot” asked S win 


‘' Tell me, where is my 

‘How should I know? Ihave not seen her 
elnce that day at Camford.” 

"Is this true? If you Me tome now {t will be 


mon 
Hs looked dreamily at her, then answered, — 
“If I die I would like one to know cf ib; bat 
she must nob hear the news too suddenly, Write 
‘Mes. Paget, Freda-street, Camford ;’ 
but do not write watil the breath Is out of my 
k ad Le 


hat are you going to 
same heavy way, 


Slowly, slowly he crept back to life, despite his 
strong deslre for death ; and when he was able 
led Lim by easy stages to some spot 
the trams started for the 
and there breathing new life 
gradually recovered some likeness to his own self. 
But there were streaks of 
and heavy lines scored upon 


with each breath he “You mean that you will give mo Up to 


No, J mean {t fs in my heart to avenge my 


“I have done you no harm, although I meant 
a when I songht ont 
when she told me she 
heart, and bade me never 
more, Ob, yes! She was 


Later on he returned to the warehouse, to be 
simost overwhelmed by the rough kindnees of 
the men, their ever and joy at receiving 
him once agatn Into their mi 

Towards the close of the scrmer other and 


rk was found for him ; 


loved you with all her 
and see her any 


but nob to yon." 


better remunerated wo: 


fie 
HH 
nL 
aT 
EE 
ps 


"I 
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i 
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: 
P 

j 
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no doubt, [ ae ew et g° 
vided cas 

"ibe pen mean you will not make restlia- 

tion 1” 


Swinton nodded, but did nop venture to look 
into the cold, —— the pale wan 
face of the man he 


gasped for breath, Could it be true that 

long whi] 

made for himself a ba 
be borne 


but he did not change 


his lodging for a better, 
or in any way alter b 


is line of iife. He waz 
bappler, he said, amongst those humble friends 


had misjzdged his wife 
rden wel!-nigh too heavy 








"One can do nothing without money, Per- 
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heps when I have made my plie J may think 
wr fH 
"Do 


“Don’d 1 I shall risk {t, at any rate. 
Now, eee ae vane to stow me 1” 


“You will be quite here, I live among 
trleads, and Sor my sake you will be sacred to 
them. Batl not advise you to venture 
out for some pt 


“Great Set tow shall I while away the 


“Tn —_ books eae gn ‘ 

“Tm inclined, anything 
will be better than thdoking By the way, what 
are you dolog at Bristol! You don't look too 


© ESE. 
Rie 
=f banety 
EF gstes- 
= BF bs 
4 | 
it 
i 
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back, saying,—- 

**I cannot return, I cannot breathe in the 
carne room with him |”. 

Bat he conquered what he was to term 
his cowardice, and retracing etepe soon 
came to the home polluted now by Swinton’ 

esenee, 


He found that worthy seated at the table, 
which was spread. with such Inxurles as were 
unknown fn Piacketb-court 

He turned as David entered. 

“You are late ; but bebter late than never, 
Come sal Sole af is caleba 

should choke |” the o vehemently, 
"if I shexed yonr meal ! Do you think I forget 
how it was purchased ?'’ 
“ 
Bwinton a ary bub saying only, “ Please 


a pretty eafe place ; and It's to change ofe’ 
name, I think I shall Seaee vers Ib fens 
uncommon, and it sounds respectable. I'shall 


“'T shall not be worry,” bluntly, Bu’ how do 
you suppose you will get safely ont of the clty 
here you say you are well known {” 

‘I must plan a disguise of some sort; and 
you will help me to carry {t out,” coolly, "I 
think I shall pass for s respectable working-man 
I shall shave cf my 


a 

think ; but I haven’s yet decided. What, are 
eng phar What « fool you are to work 
lor such a pittance ; ‘but each to his taste,’ and 


z 
3 


o 
2 
E 
2 
E 
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slowly down the court, 
then, tarning from the window, sald, relievedly, — 

wen | to-morrow I shail have left 
this wretched den and my methodistical friend 


he summoned one of the cholce spirits 
with which the court abounded, and engaged hic. 
in a game of cards. 





a 

* tb?” he questioned, with dry i! fearing 

to hear of Swinton’s arresi, Ni ’ 

“ He was downstairs to let Black Mike 

out—they were both drunk—and he—Mr, Jones 
and fell, The doctor says his back’s broke, 

he can’t live mavy days!’ 


CHAPTER VIII. 


pope pay pentyad mpd 
one @ wor 
Bave him, could eater.” 7 


~~ Helen Mathers. 


Davw waited to hear no more, With white 
face and startled eyes he eprang up the stairs 


"D.» not think of these things now ; and as 
for the money, Swintov, I cannot take it, Give 
me the names of those you have defrauded, and 
les me make restitution,’ 

Bat this Swinton refused to do, saying he had 
not plotted and planned, risked bis name and 
liberty, to love he had gained because of 
maudiin sentiment, and seelug thet persvastons 
were useless David desisted in bis sctempt, 
‘Nobody knows how soon I shall go; bnd I 
should like to see Ann before the end —~ aud 
Nellie. Will you wire them!” 

“Yes, if you wish it; but do nob ask mo to 
meet my wife. Such a meeting would be palu- 
fal to her. She surely can hava no wish to see 
me again |” 

“Wait and sea; yon’re a perfect fool where 
women are concerned! Don’t you know that the 
worse ® man treate ® woman the bebter she loves 
him ; it is an amiable way the sex hav. Now 
gend Mre, Adame to me, and hurry cif to the 
telegraph office,” 

The message was dely send, David {nclading 
“Uncle Fred” fn the urgent entreaty te “come 
at once,” and then he devoted himeeif to the 
poor patient, who was rapidiy sinking. He never 
left him, even to galo a little necessary reat, 
bat tended him with a gentleness and watch- 
fulness thet would have been wonderful ip 1 
woman, 

Some germs of grace still Uingered in the 
bardened heart of the dying man, and at last 
this devotion from one whom he had sought to 
wrovog #0 crueily-—-from whom he deserved 
nothing but harshness and conte pt-—touched 
him to keen remorse, He caught one of the toll- 
worn hands in his, and lifting It to hie failing 
Mps, kissed it once iu a passion of grief and 
gratitude, then burs) Into a a violent flood of 
tears. 

Ob, memory, memory!" he groaned, ‘‘ how 
it carries me back to the old days when I was 
honest as you-—-honest and hopefal ! Gh, Heaven, 
what o failure my life has been--a failure ond » 
shame! [6 is not true that losing Nellie I lost 
hovesty with her! I—I had fallen when we 
firat met 1” 





In vain David tried to soothe him, to stop 
the flow of self reproaches ; but having. begun 





nally . a He seat pe ed and hated 
inter, but uow a t verwhelming pi 
filled hia heart. hi r omy 


The sin himself, the dishonesty and 
Afsalpation which bad made his life so shameful, 
were all forgotten. He could only think of thie 
fearful and untimely end ! 

As he entered the room, the doctor turned to 
him with an expression of relief. 

ZT aca glad you have come, Kalght. This poor 
fellow needs you sorsly, He knows the worst, 
and cannot face ft yet,” 


that divine pity on it, 


in his, but he conld say nothing, aad the 
man was first to spoak, 

“Upon my word,” he said, with an attempt 
at onc 1 vy | pg te are sorry for me, 
For ae eaint is genuinely concerned for the 

© Don’t speak like that,” David ur, ntiy, 
"You have the compassion of all dyed com} 
of—of this terribie accident! Is there anything 
I can do?” 

“Yea Send him away,” with a nod towards 
ont “My time ts short, and I want. to 


His face grew, if possible, more grey in fie 
lor, and a gronn rose to his lip:, bab he bravely 

t it back. 
ith all his faulsa he was co coward. He was 
suffering untold agonles with the fortitade of a 


stole, 

When the doctor had taken his eave, he turned 
hie changed face towards David, 

“I know it’s all ap with me, and yet I can’t 
repent 4 single thing I have done! I can't even 
pretend so be grateful to you; and yet I’m 
golng to leave you sil I’ve got to start you 
poe There’ll be no one to make ahip of 





Pa a this time, If only I had had your 


David's face seemed to love its homelinese wit: | 


He sat down, and took one of S vinton’s hands | 





hia confession he must needs make an end 
of ib. 

“I wasn’t alwsys bad,” he sald, in conclusion, 
* but evil companions, want of principle, and love 
F money rulned me, Perhaps she could have 


a 


saved me; but i don’t know, I might even have 

growo weary of her—posasession robe a prize of 

ite charms—at least for mo!” and after a pause, 

in which he fonght for breath, ‘‘do as you like 

with the notes and gold. I owe you that con- 

cession ; you will find all particnlars of my—my 
| emberzlements in my pocket-book.” 

He lay quiet for a while, then zaid, ta a feebler 
voice, —_ 

When Nellie comes, ramain hore, If I am 
nob mistaken you will hear something to your 
advantage, as the nowapspera say) )’m sorry 
old boy, I've nothing now to leave you.’ 

The long night wore away, the day dawned, 
and one after another. the weary hours passed; 
the suv sunk slowly in the wast, the sky grew 
pale grean and purple, whilst the stars began 
to appear, and the frosty air became yet keener. 

“If they are coming they will be here soon,’ 
David said, Ughting a lamp. ‘Do not talk avy 
more now; you will want your strength in’a 
little while,” 

Sefoton listened with closed eyes and tactl 
eet fast, Is was not only bodily anguish which 
tortared him now; his haart was full of afck 
shame that Nellie should see him there, and 
know bim for what he was—a common thief! 
Ay. thore was the sting! She, who had once 
= him abovo all earthly good or hope of 


Taere were steps on the steirs, 
(Continucd on page 257,) 








Tas entire object of true education la to 
make people nov do the right things, but 
enjoy the right things, 
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HAD WE NEVER LOVED 80 BLINDLY 


—i0i— 
CHAPTER XIX, 

A Lkvgt plateaa at the top of Crowsfoot Hill 
had been carefully mown, when the dew waa on 
bhe geaee, by gardeners sent over from the Abbey 
thet morning, and s first-rate band had been 
evgoged, so that dancing might begia under 
favourable auspices. All the girls had partners, 
but all the would-be partners had not girls. - 


That article which is gencrally In superabun-. 


dance at country parties was rather scarce; and 
more than ono young man who was accustomed 
te lounge about doorways and give himself airs 
when males were in requisition was now maa! 
acxlous to engage anyone to whirl round with 
lim to the strains of Target’a band, 

Kustace’s companion was dragged ruthlessly 
away from him, though she protested that she 
wae tired, and preferred aslttiog down. Edgar 
Winder was no longer allowed to mofopolize 
Emliy Willoughby, who fa a flatter of pride and 
exeltement found she had a choice of two or 
uhvee partners, probably for the first time in her 
ruatie life. 

Frank Rivers leant against the crooked stem of 
a thorn, smoking a cigarette, wich discontent and 
~ uncharitableness raging in hia usually tranquil 
heart. 

“She woulda’ give him up! Fickle Ite 

thiog, and only last’ month she had treated him 

—Frank Rivers—as [f he were her brother, 
talking gravely about his fature—az if she 
really cared what he did with it, What fools 
they ali locked, jigging about fn the broiling sun, 
whilst Mre. Fane, the only sensible one of the 
party, ast dozing deccrously ona pile of cushlons | 
Porhaps he had been hardou her, his thoughts 
golng back with s jump—she mayn’t bave meant 
#0 very mach by saying she w stick to him, 
She would stick to « chimmey-sweep if he had 
pulled Eustace Trevanion out of the water, aud 
- usd been rough to her; be hadn’é given her a 
chance,” 

He had half @ miad te go after her and 
apologise, He bad been mad to think she would 
way ‘‘ yes” meekiy when asked an outrageous 
guéstion in She fiercest tone. He wouldn’s have 
‘liked ber half so well ifehe had, He didn’t care 
et ag who gave (a directly without showlug 

ght. 

Wher be came to this point his brow cleared, 
avd he looked round with eager eyes, auxtous to 
find ber and make There was Allce 
Winder, looking prim as ever, swathed ia an 
esthetic garment of washed-out green, which 
made her sickly complexton look aicklier still; 
there was Ciasy Johnson, drooping over her 
partner’s coateleeve, like a limp rag hung out to 
dry ; Nesta Rivers, with her yellow head looking 
Uke a kingeup, emblem of spring in ita simplicity 
snd brightmess: the two Willoughbys, with rosy 
faces, enjoying themeelves with all their might, 
c,, &c, 3 but where was Flora Trevanion? When 
he had ascertained that she really was not there 
LG grew uNsasy. 

Hastace was lylng back on his pillows looklog 
tired and jaded, with no one to amuse him ; 
Philip Fane was elttlog on a fallen trank smoking 
meditatlyely, bat locking bored. There were only 
two solesing, Sir Baal! and Fiora, For sure and 
certaln they were together, and bis wrath grew 
fierce within his boyish breast, He turned away 
from the music end dancing, feeling out of tune 
with it all, and strolled down o narrow gully 
which led towards the lake, 

‘The ground was very rough, so that he had to 
keep his eyes upon the loowe stones for fear of 
slipping, and he walked on, thinking ho was quite 
alone, till a voice said clowe to his sar,—~ 

“Are you looking for a lady!” and starting 
vivlently, he saw ® man half ¢rouching amongst 
the buahee. 

“Tt Lam, It’s no buelneas of yours.” 

* Maybe ft ls, and maybe [b isn’t, Iv’s my 
buelness, anyhow, to save o gitl if I can from a 
oi lwera bie Life,” 

‘Whet do you mean?” his eye 
contemptuousiy over the shrinking figure, an 


white, anxlous-looking face. Was it possible that 
this fellow really knew of Fiora Trevanion’s mis- 
taken infatuation, and wiahed to save her from 
its consequences} _ . 

**T mean if you don’t want her to have a 
villain for her husband you had better go in and 
win, You'll find her as he’s left ber.” 

“ Where t” . 

‘* *Pother tide of the. willow,” 

He was making off, when Rivers called to him 
te stop, 

" What do you mean by calling Sir Basil Fane 
a villain ?” 

“T mentloned no names, but if the csp fits 
let him wear 1,” with an unpleasant lear, “ If 
you want to kuow more get him to tell you what 
he was doing in the month of February, eighteen 
hundred and eighty.” ~ 

**T don’t want to hear anything about him,” 
loftily ; “ but I am his guest, and no man shail 
run him down,” 

“1'll bant him down ; that’s what I’m after,” 
shoffliog off In a harry. 

** You had better look out,” 

There was no anawer, but some way ahead 
Frank could hear the bushes rusilipg, og if 
something allve were pushing {ts way through 
them. a 

What did it all mean, as he climbed on to a 
rough grey boulder and cast an eager glance 
round? Evidently there was scme mystery 
fo Sir Bavil’s past which thls man knew some- 
thing of, but why should he be concerned him- 
self about Flora Trevanfon! and how should 
he connect her with himself He had nob got 
it printed on his forehead that he was looking 
for her or-for anyone eles, an‘ yet the man found 
fg out ab once. He had not proclaimed his love 
for her to the four winds of Heaven, and yet 
this shabby, creeplog creature seemed to know 
all about Ib, 

It disguated bim to think that a secret which 
he had not divalged to his mother, or even told 
to himself, should be d and spoken broadly 
of by a stranger. t disgusted him, but at 
the same time it seemed to give strength and 
force to the fecling which had been germinating 
for months in the depths of his heart, and a 
wild longing rose In his breast to take possession 
of Flora Trevazilon, and secure her from all evil 
of the world by making her hie wife, 

He felt as if he would have given anything to 
add a few years on to his own nineteen summerr, 
for her guardian would only laugh at @ boy pro- 
posing gravely to be the husband of his ward, 
and Flora hereelf would never look upon him 
seriously in the light of a léver. She talked to 
him sometimes as {f she were years older than 
he was, and ehe would only burst oat laughing if 
he made hor a formal p 

If things had gone on in their old 1 orp he 
would have willingly waited till he had some 
chance of distinguishing himself ; but now ff he 
loat e day she might be snapped up by Sir Basil, 
and his hopes of winning her gone for ever. 
Everythtag might be lost by walting, but 
everything would still more surely be lost if he 
spoke too soon and got himself laughed at for 
his pains. Laughter is more fatal to love than 4 
bucket of tears, and his courage failed as he 
thought of facing it. And then the nexd 
raomant all bis.perplexities were forgotten, and 
he bounded forward like a deer, for he caught 
sight of a girlish figure clothed in white, stand. 
ing with clasped hands, not two hundred yards 
from him. 

“ I’ve been looking for you,” he sald, breath- 
leaely,. ** Where have you been hiding { What 
have you been doing }”’ 

She turned to him, and he saw thab her face 
was white as her dresa, and her eyea looked like 
those of a person who has been woke suddenly 
out of sleep. 

‘' JJ-—I’ve done nothing, Did anyone want 
me*” ‘ 

‘Yes, Everyone Is dancing, and all the fellows 
have been wan you badly for s partner, 
Won't yon come }"’ looking down at her, with a 
eepse of uneasiness coming over him, _ 

What mystery was there walking abroad 
in the clear daylight of this summer’s after- 





noon f 





“I couldn’t dance,” with something like 
shiver, thongh the heat was oppressive, 

‘Bat you always do, Why not to-day? You 
sre not haffy with me, are you?’ his falr face 
flashing, 

“ Augryt No; why should I bet” looking 

"*It fen'd) you whom I've got te 


" T hope not,” with a short laugh, “ Don’t do 
fb, to oblige me,” 


“Is Eustace ali right?” stooping down and ° 


picking a leaf off the willow. 

" Rather bored, I think. There was no one to 
CY to hlw,” he answered, readily, feeling sure 
that would induce her to.come more than any- 
thing elee, 

‘ Tuen I onght to go; but somehow,” with the 
ghost of a emile, ‘' I feel so owt of ft,” 

“That {s- because you've been mopling here 
by yourself, You look as If you had secon a 

ont,” 

‘Do I? Let -us come,” with sudden sager- 
ness; *‘ nobody must think I’m not enjoying 
myself,” and she took a few steps up the bil). 

* Aren’b you? You were as jolly as possible 
only an hour ago, What has come to you!” 
his curloslty growing too much for farther 
reticence, 

‘* Don’t tell anyone,” she sald, softly, “ but I 
feel as {f I had bad bad news,” 

“ Bat you hayen’}! There's been nobody here 
to tell it you,” he sald; confidently. “I wish 

ow wouldn’t look so white. There'll be half-a- 
undred reports about you,” 

* Bat there muatn’t be. I wouldn't have any- 
one think there was pon py A 4 

‘ Then you must perk ap» and, do you know, 


one turn of a waltz would be the vety thing to 
give you a colour,” he added, earnestly, becoming 
quite Machfavelllan {n his craft, 


CHAPTER XX. 


FRANK'S arm was round her walst as soon os 
they reached the level lawn, and, before she could 
gay yes or no, he had whirled her into the middle 
of the throng, 

After the firet reluctance sho let herself go 
willingly enough, wanting to see if she could 
get rid of the wre oppression of mind 
oh yr Sir Basil's strange conduct had brought 
on her. 

Her logs ae so tired that she could scarcely 

6 them, Frank’s strong arm supported 
(er aad cls eal heo-e fae ear sateen ae 
seemed inclined to fall, - 

Phillp Fane watched her, and wondered at the 
way In which the mere sight of her wistful eyes 
and wild rosa. bloom stirred his usually callous 
heart. 


There was & grace and a aweetness In her such 
se none of the other girls had. Every movement 
had a charm, every look an Sttraction, When 
shy, she never looked awkward; when augry, 
her eyes flashed so gloriously that you were 
almost glad to pub ber into a ion. 

One look at her face would tell you that she 
would never do a mean thing, or commit an act 
of cruelty; and ff her words were sometimes 
sauey, there was a droop {fn her lashes which 
showed she could never be bold, a curve In hor 
short upper lip which proved that she would 
never stand fapertinence, 

He looked from her to the others; al!, with 
the exception of pretty little Nesta Rivers, were 
average country girls, with too much colour 
fn thelr cheeks and too much substance about 
their figures, and 1t seemed to him that Flora 
Trevanion looked like a lily amongst a bunch of 
marigolds, : 

He must have her! He conldn’t do without 
her! His cold, impassive self seemed changed, 
his whole nature altered. lls blood ran like fire 


in oa eyes shone. 
He co not etand seeing her any longer 
with Frank's arm round her eupple walst, acd, 
gong ap to the band, ke told them to stop at 
once, 

As the music ceased, some of the dancers 
looked round in surprize, whilst others went on, 
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like shove under the epell of the “ Tarantula, ’ 
unable to stop, and Frank Rivers was one of 


these. 
Philp Fane pereued him, and, coming up jast 
as the last tarn was taken, eaw him eubside 
under the thorn-tree slowly, and with evident 
reluctance taking his arm from round the slight 
figure which seemed to need his support, 

““ How could you have the brutality to drag 
Miss Trevanion after you /"* he sald, aggressively, 
“She looks ready to drop, I have the 
muste on purpose for her sake, A glags.of cham- 


ope es just ws er sia sie» oy 
“There Was no ig in iar 
Franky indignantly, “end a dance was ‘peat 
‘or eee, 
“A natural th for a boy, but 
comes with Miss let me Rave the 
honour of taking you to have an ice?” — 


“And I'll get the champagne,” sald Frank, 


“eT *t want elther, thanks, I'm golug, to 
’ on b 
Kastace,” : yer o 

*' He won't want you,” looking over his shoul- 
der and placing bimeelf so that Fiera could not 
ese her brother. ‘ He does nob often such a 
pleasure, I fancy, and th would be to inter- 
rupt,” , 

Frank had just been batton-holed by a social 
bore, and did not hear as the other two paesed by 


him. 
‘To Miss Rivers with bim? How kind she 
is 1” $ 


“Sit down here,” nob answering her question, 
but brioging her to a delicious little nook, a rocky 
seat or ledge with ferns to form a background of 
delicate beauty. ‘T'll bring you something to 
do you good.” 

‘I don’t want anything but a cup of bea.” 

“Then something elee wants you,” and with a 
aharp look round to see that she was screened 
from the sight of everyone by the fronds of fern, 
he hurried up to the table where refreshments 
were laid as in a private house, 

Flors’s thoughts went back to Str Basil, who 
was still abeent. Nobody seemed to miss him 


; y 
sad that the one who had planned this expedition 
of pleasure, and taken such an infinity fe parece 
so make 1b & success, .shonld derive no enjoyment 
trom Ith Where washes now! W over 
the hills with that haunted, erg look In his 
face, whiletall thoes whom he 


gether were enjoying themselves to their Lesrt's 
content. in utter tfalness of him! The 
thought of hie drew her nearer to 
loving him than she bad ever been before, and 
she was th the longing to comfort 
him when with an ice and a 
perme Rear e Stas tunibler, filled to the 
rt sparkling 00, 
* “Dein every drop of it,” he sald, on 


one knee fa front of her, preparatory to atubel 
en to the grass “If may cousin ware hare he 


would aay name, Poor fellow! I'm afral 
he hae got ote of his headaches, Rather unfor- 
tunate for Lady Rivers.” 
* Bat she fen’t here ¥” 


“Bat the Hon, Nesta Rivers ts. I'll you 
& secret, That pretty Ittle girl with the big 
pe was sent here to-day to captivate my 
cousin,’ 

“Sir Basil 1” her eyes opening wide. 

‘* Yes, the Riverscourt are nob very rich, 
and the Abbey is a big bit of cheese for a little 
monse to gobble.” 

“Ta:that why he told me to hate him?” 
dashed acne Picewe mind like # mdden 
revelation, a flush overspreadizg 
cheeks as she met Mr, Fane's eyes fastened 
her, “And do you think he will be gobbled ?” 


g 





neighbourhood, {a order that they mayn't break 
their hearts 1”’ 

“T really can't aay,” coldly. 

“TI bet he didn’t tell you the reason!” with o 
keen glance straight into her eyes, 

She could not restrain the involuntarily enger 
look which came {nto her face as the thought 
darted throngh her mind that here was the 
man who could tell ber the clue to the mystery ; 
but the next moment she remembered that if 
Sir Basil choss to keep {t from her she had no 
right to learn it from anyone else, and her features 
settled down Into subdued quietude. 

“OF course he didn’t,” she answered, quietly, 
La pa with the last remnants of the strawberry 

cream. ‘I> is not Mkely that he would con- 
fide in me.” 

Philip caab a glance over his shoulder {n order 
to make sure that there was no one within ear- 
shot. Then lowering his volce he said, with 
marked significance,— 

‘* You see no one would walk with muddy boots 
straight into a drawing-room.” 

“What do you meant” Jf there was one 
thing that Flora most specially disliked it was 
to be given « riddle when she wanted an eéx- 
planation, and this remark seemed itke {t, 

“IT mean that he who has been through the 
mad can’t do the same as those whose boota aré 


“Mad?” slttiog upright and looking him 
straight fn the face, with ineffable contempt. ‘ If 
you mean that Sir Basil has done anything to be 
ashamed of, { don’t believe it.” 

Philip Fane bit hfe lip. 

"Thousands a-year, nowadays, do instead ‘of 
the aureole of a salot.” 

“And you think I respect him and look up to 
him beacause he fs rich ¢” her breast heaving with 
breathless wrath, 

“T think you are like the resb of the world, 
you don’t like to cast a atone unless the man fs 


“Thank you,” getting upin haste, “I don’t 
know why you wich to insult me.” 

" Nothing was farther from my thonghte. Slt 
down, peer You are right tu objecting to be 
clasned with the rest of the world because you are 
imimeesnrably above them, I kaow that the 
ouly thing that draws you to my cousin fs pity, 
bat you never were more mistaken, He fs 9 
misanthrope, e gloomy-minded individun), withont 
& care or a thought for anyone beyond the family 
of Fane. For yeare he has hated women, and 
you can see how uncomfortable he ts fn their 
secrety even now. There fs nothing romantic 
fn “his gloom—-quite the contrary, it fs the 
outcome of a deed which be would not care 
te own.” 

“T don’t believe 181" passfonately. “ He is 
the best man that ever lived. Think of his good- 
ners to Husbace i” 

“A whim, nothing more; or rather [ ts 
Avother fustance of his love of power, He 
likes to pit his will against yours—that’s why 
he keeps your brother at the Abbey, I really 
should have thought you might have seen that 
for yourself,” an foiliection of scorn In his 
vol 


CB, : 

**T don’t see lt, Ee ts good to everyone, not 
only to Kastace, Can you say he has never done 
you a service?” 

" That L.can’t,” with a short laugh, as he shook 
the bits of dry grass off his coat, ‘Dear old 
Basil! Idon’t kaow how my debts would be 
peid without hin.” 

* And yet you can speak evil of him behind his 
back,” jig yt eyes, 

* Vee, lise Trevanion ; aud you are the last 
who ought to complata. [f sacrificed my affection 
for he Rope to my devotion to you,” and he 
bowed with an afr of hurt digalty. 

‘What she would have haomured he never knew, 
for the storm-which was impending broke over 
thelr heads with an awful crash, Flora sprang 


forward, 
“Eastace ! Eustace!” she said, nervously. 
Stop!” cried Fane. “1'll see after him. 
Good. heavens!” involuntarily stepping back as 


ane of Nghtning raa along the ground at thelr 
ek ak 


At the same moment there was a cry from the 


other alde of the lawn, a girl’s cry of Intense 
horror, and Flora ran like a wild thing across the 
grass, whilst Fane ran after her looking round t 

gather an explanation as he went. 

Everyons had apparently rushed the moment 
before to the spot where Eustace Trevanion had 
been lying, but all he saw uow was Emily 
Willoughby, with all the colour gone from her 
cheeks, and Mre. Philip Wane wringivg her 
hands, 

“What is it?” he asked, hurriedly, whilst 
Flora stopped to hear the suswer. It care, in- 
terrapted by gasping sobs, 

** He'll be dashed to pieces, The lightning 
‘ wtartied the pony——” 

" He wasin his chalr |. and-——” 

'* He’s gone down thers,” and she covered her 
face with her hande. 

Flora waited to hear no more, 


eet oe 


CHAPTER XX. 

Fioga Trevanion, wild with the feeling that 
makes o Monees fight for ber cubs, pushed through 
the small crowd fringing the edge of the hill and 
flew helter-skeltor over the rough ground tn the 
desperate hope of saving her brother from the 
fate that must await Kim, The sky was black as 
night, and the side of the hill was covered with 
little clumape of bramble-bushes and wild roger 
which interrupted the view. 

Frank: Rivera rushed past her, taking fying 
leaps, and calling out to her in achoking valce 
that “ft would be all right,” when all be ex- 
pected himself was to find a heap of 





tap of mangled 
remains, with the life shaken owt of them. 

She could not see anything but the ground 
underneath her feet, iumiced every now aud 
then as with a fame of fire, and her heart was 
nearly bursting with maddening fear, Aa she 
sped on, with falling breath and falling etrength, 
& hand was laid on her arm, aud she was stopped 
by Str Basil Fane, 

Her head went round in a whirl, she could not 
see him, and she did uot even know who it was. 

**Your brother is here; you must be quite 
quiet, and we'll get him homo as soon as we 





can, 

Then he led her up to where the chair was 
turned over on ite side, with a smuwhed wheel 
lying down on the grass; and tho pony, taken 
out of the shafts, broken-kueed, was shaking 
with pain and terror. And beyond the chair and 
the pony Frank Rivers was knesling on the 
ground, & white face piliowed on his knee, 

“ He has only fainted, there fs nothing to be 
alarmed at,” said Str Basil. 

Bat Frank did not ralse his head, only bent fh 
lower, a3 Fiora dropped down on her knees and 
took her brother's hand fo hers, chafing {t softly 
because {tfelt so cold. Nob a word was spoken, 
buatin the stillness between the crashes of thunder 
there was the sound of tearless soba. Meanwhile 
some men had been engaged In taking a gate off 
{te hinges ; and jusi as the rest were making their 
way In frightened groups down the hill in the 
face of the storm, Sir Baefl, Frank Rivers, and 
Graham lifted Eustace Trovanion on to It with 
all possible care, and carried hin slowly down to 
where the carriage was waiting, 

The landau had bean fetched {nm haste, but the 
other carriages had not yes come up. Evaryone 
watched in sflence whilst the poor boy was la'd 
carefally acrdas from one seat to the other, with 
cushions and soft rugs to wecure him as much as 
possible from all hurt, Then Sir Bastl put Flora 
fo, avd was about to follow when hie cousi 
tapped him on the shonider, 

: Are you golngt Who will drive the 

? » 

"You. I know you can manage the horses 
and my aunt won't mind, I must be here; I was 
responsible for the boy, and how am I to look bis 
guardian in the face?" 

“T¢ was not your fault a bit,” etd Rivers, 
frankly. “I was a daffer for not being on the 
look-out, but you raved him.” 

Flora gave one Jock up at the stert, handsome 
face, her eyes swimming wlth teare of grat! 








htude; then she turned ‘to her brother, and 
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“1'VE BEEN LOOKING POR YOu!” SAID BB, BRRATHLESSLY, 


— everything else but the silent fear in her 
eart, 

" There fs nothing to waltfor. Home! Drive 
slowly over the stones, after that az fast as you 


can. 

Then he leant back and put his band on the 
cushion that supported Trevanion’s feet, so that 
it might not stir. 

Nesta Rivers clang to her brother's arm 
sobbing with fright, whilst Philip Fane stood 
moodily looking after the carriages, with Fiora’s 
wee l and one of her long tan gloves in his 

an ° 

Ali he thought of was the loat opportunity! 
Whilst he wae making no way with the girl 
whose beauty tortured him, Sir Basli, whom he 
thought safe for the moment, aud perfectly 
harmless, ste ond of the ground, or dropped 
down from clouds, just In time to play the 
part of a hero, and. win the girl’s gratleade for 
ever, 

Hs conid not b the boy from falling, bub 
he broke the fall, and saved him from being 
pitched on his head. Eustace must have been 
killed {f Sir Basil had not rushed forward and 
caught the relus just as the wheel waa breaklig ; 
for the pony was wild with fright, and would 
have dragged the chalr, whether upright or topsy- 
turvy, down to the very bottom, and into the 
hedge of brambles, 

And Fiora would be told this as they drove 
home together, and whatever had come between 
them that morning would be effaced or forgotten 
before the tun went down. 

Frank Rivers looked up from soothing his 
sister. 

“Do you think there’s a chance }” 

“Yee, useless cripplea are sure to have nine 
lives,” sald Potltp, brutally. He never could for- 
give Eastace Trevanion for engrossing his sleter’s 
affections, or forming a link between her and Sir 
Basil ; and the bitterness In his heart for onos 
came out in his speech. 

*A pity Miss Trevanion can’t hear you,” erled 
Rivers, In the flash of his indignation, whilst 


\ 
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Nesta ralaed her lvtle tearful face, and looked as 
if she could have killed him there and then with- 
out remorse, 

“And what fs to become of me!” inguired 
Mrs. Fane, plaintively, as she saw the landen fo 
which ehs had tntended to return vanishing be- 
fors her eyes, 

**You are left to my tender mercies, whilst 
your nephew has profited by the 5 san con- 
fuston, and run off with Mr, Willoughby’s 


" Dear, dear! {t would have been mach better 
if I had gone,” looking round nervously. " What 
will Mr. Willoughby say?” 


y disgusted, 

Emily, Jenny, and Alice Winder stood together, 
too rauch to epeak, for the catastrophe 
bad shaken them violently out of thelr dreams 
of sentiment and frivolity. 

“We shali all be 1” sald Mre. Fane, 
dolorously, as the horses in the brake, w 
jast come up, gave a violent plunge in 
a vivid flash, 

Her son got on to the box, and 
and called-ont to everyone to loo 
horses wouldn’} stand for ever. 
bad difficulty in holding them fn, in 
excitement bronght on by the storm, 
whole party scrambled fnto their places as fast 
they could, almost tuxbling over each other like 
8 flock of sheep going through a gap. 

Rivers’ chestnab mare stood up on her hind 
legs, and made Jenny and Mrs. Fane scream, but 
Nesta aat quite still by his side in the dog-cart ; 
her brave little heart too sad to have room for 
fear. A determined cut between the ears 
brought the mare dowv, and the cart 
aloug at a rattling pace, before the break 


e 

At last fo was under weigh, the ladies fright- 
ened and pale, the men t and grave, the 
horses nervous and fidgety, the black as 
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“Tr 18 YOU, THEN, MISS EGERTON!” EXCLAIMED THE YOUNG MAN, 


vaclilating disposition ; but for all that no man 
fo the Hap ond fe more popular, more highly 
respected, Sir Ralph wood, and no one 
ae en opinion with which he 
regar 

Opposite him sits a man of very different type, 
and some twenty-five years younger. It fa O:ho 
Lynwood, his nephew, at one time captain fo a 
from which he has now—for 


as unlike his uncle as can well be imagined, 
which is not a matter of so much surprise when 
it is remembered that bis father was only the 
Sanne Sil Soeotapigpineres tas tangs Sask: ef 
some, ‘to over ark eyes, 
his graceful figure, and white hands, and declare 
his perfection, but the 

are not quite so ready with admira- 
for Captain Lynwood, who, as a matter of 
fact, does nob seem to get on over well with 


‘* What an oe es have Uncle Ralph |” 
he exclaimed, aly as he pushed aside 
his untasted egg and the Strasbourg paééé with 


if' you got up at seven 
the estate 


FER 
z 
: 
8 
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whe 
ie 

: 
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younger man’s face fiashed a little, and 
ther a stealthy glance av the apeaker 
it ls the middle of the London 


weacon can geb on without you, 
in a while, I should think!" was the 
response ; at all events, the estates of 


alate 
at 





which, in all human probability, you will some- 
time be master have as great a claim on you as 
fashionable follies, I suppose in other respecte 
you do pot object to accept such responalbilities 
aa the helrsbip of Lynwood entails }” 

“ Mg dear uncle!’’ exclaimed the soldfer, with 
a great deal of eagerness, as if the subject had 
roused his dormant energies, “ I have never pre- 
sumed on your kindness, | hope-——” 

“J did not wish to hint you had; but for al! 
that, fv is quite reasonable to suppose you have 
reflected on the posnibility--nay, probabillty—of 
my vot marrying, and consequently your own 
acceaston to the title,” 

The young man shook his head half depre- 
catingly, but did not speak, or even ralse his 
eyes, Perhaps he feared they might betray 
his thoughts. 

“There is nothing to be ashamed of In soch an 
acknowledgment,” went on Sir Ralph, after a 
moraent’s pause, “ Dead men’s shoes may bs 
unsatisfactory sort of things, but for all that 
they must be taken into cousideration, and in 
the ordiuary course of nature you will survive 
me.” 


“But you may marry and have children,’ 
suggested Captain Lynwood, silmost below his 
breath, while hie dark eyes fixed themselves in 
an Intense scratiny on his wucle’s face; “you 
are not old—yet.” 

** Too old to make a fool of myself, I hops, I 
don’t mean to say that if there was a chance of 
the old name dying out I would nob marry even 
now, but ae J am provided with an helr already 
I eee no object to be gained fn resiguing my 
Ifberty.” 

“Tpen you have firmly resolved not to give us 
a Lady Lynwood ¢” inquired the soldier, striving 
to hide under a playfa! tous the deep earnestness 
with which he put the question, 

"T have not ' firmly resolved,’ simply because I 
have hardly given the thought serlous cousidera- 
thon; but {f it Ie any satisfaction to you, [am 
quite ready to declare the extreme improbability 
of my marrylog. Mind, I bind myself to no 
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promise, although you ray consider my words 
far more than a promise. Ah! here comes the 
postman with the letters.” 

It was lucky for Otho Lynwood that this in- 
terruption occurred, othérwise his uncle must 
have noticed the elated trinmph that flashed In 
his dark eyes se he heard his position thas 
assured, 

Tb fe trae he had regarded himself, and been 
regarded by others, as Sir Ralph’s heir, bub lke 
she sword of Damocles had been the haunting 
thought of his uncle’s pousible marriage—a fear 
that he now felt he might permanently disratse, 
for assuredly the Baronet’s inclinations did nob 
tend that way, and, besides, the mere fact of his 
having uttered the declaration just made almosb 
bound him fo Its fulfilment, 

There Is a certain amount of welghb to be 
attached to the words, of men of fAtty-five— 
they are not like boys, whose thistls-down re- 
solutions float away on the lightest wind of 
inclination, 

Captain Lynwood hastily swallowed his ¢offse, 


and rieing from the Inxurlonsly-sppotnted break-. 


fash table, with ite cnt glass and siiver acceasorias, 
went to the window, and looked owt acrow the 
terrace and lawn to where the park stretched 
away to sunny uplanda as farcas the aye could 
reach, All belonged to the Lyiwood estabe—all 
would eventually belong to him ! 

His breath involantarily camo faster, and the 
flash of dark red on his sallow cheek deepaned, 
No more debts, no more striving to restrain 
luxurious tastes within the limits of an income 
that ought to have bsen, bat was not, snfficlent 
for hia necessities ; no more dunnlog for unpald 
bills, or application for assistance to his uncle—in 
cures of time he would be a rich landowner, one 
of ths wealthlest cf Eugiish baronets. How he 
wished that good time had arriyed instead of re- 
maloing o thing of the fature, 

“Two letters for you,” remarked Sir Ralph, 
tossing them over to him, “and one for ms, 
Black-bordered,” he added, more slowly, as he 
tarned the missive round fn his fiogers and 
examined the postmark, which was that of 
Rome, 

Captain Lynwood, who was watching while he 
opened 1b, saw fb contained two enclosures ; and 
ofcer readiog them the Baronet rose and paced 
the room, apparently much agitated, 

“ Bad news, eir?”’ Inquired the soldier, 

Sed enough, my boy, {n all conscience,, You 
have heard me speak of my old college chum 
Marchmont, who let all his brillant opporéanities 
slip by, and took up art ina Bohemlan sort cf 
way? Well, this letter is from him saying he is 
dying, and asking me 60 look after hie little girl, 
who ie at eohool in Belgium, and who will at his 
death be lefts ina state of utter destliution, for 
his relatives have all cast him off, and he haw no 
friend save myself to whom he can apply, Poor 
fellow, poor fellow 1” 

Captain Lynwood’s face lengthened. consider- 
ably, He was not Inclined to regard this applica- 
tion with much favour foresselng that the artist's 
child might prove a permanent burden to the 
estate, 

* He must have died soon after finishiog this 
letter, for % fs enclosed in another from the 
physician who attended him, and who informs 
me of his patient's death,” continued the Baronet, 
rather huakily, "Poor Marchmont! Id is many 
years since I saw him, but we were dear friends 
at Cambridge, and the memory of the old days 
was strong at the last.” ; 

“*Lauppose you have often helped him pecu- 
niarily ?” suggested Osho, 

*Oace_ only, and that was when necessity 
forced him to apply to ma, No, he was not a 
borrower, for as long as he could work he was 
too proud to solicit ald from hid friends, but I 
do not think the plotures he painted were worth 
much, or, at all evemts, did not sell for much, 
which is more to the point.” 

“ How old fa his daughter 1” abruptly. 

“Qalte young, jast in. her teens, L should 
LW for he speaks of ber as his ‘ttle 
zg r ? : 

There wai a panse, during which both men 
seemed lost {a thought, It was. broken by Otho, 
who said,— ‘ 


“What are you going to do in the matter?” 

“Dol” repeated Sir Ralph, rousing himself 
from his reverie, “ why, go to Braossels and eee 
the poor little orphan, and find out all about her 
position,” 

“And then?” 

LT mud age that she fs provided for, I cannot 
neglect a dying man’s wishes.” 

“Tu effect, you mean to adopt her?” 

' Hardly that; "\ he added, with « smile, 
“*T bring her up ae & for 1” 
Ocho turned away, Biting his lips with vexs- 
tion. pe 
“That would hardly be worth while, sir ; 
In polnt of fact, and with all due deference to 
rom ,I should prefer, 


" Qaite right too), Kou needn’t be afraid that 
I shall ever attempt inter with your cholce, 
I was only jesting.” 5 
r. “Bat jesting apart, my dear uncle, don’t you 
think {) is rather Qalmotic of you to burden your- 
self with the education of a child who must, in 
time, grow up to womanhood, and will, in the 
ordinary course of female nature, give you a good 
deal of trouble?” 

"No, sir, I do nob,” responded the Baronet, 
with some sternness, “ Nowadays, ib-seeme-te 
me, all people think abort is themssives and 
thelr own evjoyment, and any little devlation 
from this rule is ab once set down as ‘ Qalxotic,’ 
if vot condemned fn harsher languages, The fact 
that Heaven has given me money, sud, there- 
fore, means of dolng good, makes my reszpon- 
stbility all the greater; and surely ib would be 
base ingratitude on my part if I were to content 
myself with unistering to my own pleasures, 

of euff I have the power to 
lessen! This poor little walf has been entrusted 
to my" care, and, Heaven helping me, I will fulfil 
the trust to the uomoat of my ability!” 


CHAPTER II. 


Sm Raiea Lyywoop's nearesi neighbours were 
the Egersons, of King’s Dene; and King’s Dene 
Iteelf. was one of the show places of* the county, 
more because. of {ts antiquity than for. any 
wpecial attractions it could boast in the way of 
architecture, 

There were no Italian marbles or frescoed cell- 
fogs, no rich gildings or delicate weod-carvings ; 
bat, from an historical point of view, few man- 
sions could command so much interest, for it 
had sheltered soldiers in the far-off days of the 
White and Red Rose, and later on, had gallantly 
withstood the assaults of Cromwell's, Round- 
heads, while ite master risked life and fame fu 
defence of his king. 

Very proud of thelr lineage were the Egertons, 
and passionately attac to. thelr battered, 
weather-beaten, bot still grand old home, One 
part of it--where the chapel bad formerly 
stood—was Io ruins; but time, with kindly 
hand, had sought to hide the ravages war had 
made, and had covered the crumbling walls with 
a mantle of close-clinging ivy, 

The representatives of the family at. this 
perlod were only three fn number—Anthony 
Egerton, the presen master of King’s Dene, and 
hia two.children, Nathalle and Lione!. 

The labter was away wibh his regiment, and Ib 

was a lebter from him that bia sister, who was his 
janlor by five y was now reading to her 
father as they sat in Mr. Egerton’s 
study. ; 
“Won't it be delightful to have him home 
once more?” ehe exclaimed, enthusiastically, 
slipping on her knees beside her father’s chair, 
and alee into hig. handsome, weak, patri. 
clan face, 'T wonder whether he will be muck 
altered after his fonr years’ absence.}”’ 

“Be will find you altered, at all events,” 
replied Mr. Egerton. “When he left you were 
a little, thin elip of » girl, and mow you are a 
woman }” ‘ 

“Yes,” ‘eighing, “' with all 9. woman’s respon- 
sibilities. It seems centuries, fustead of only 
four years, since he lett us!” 





* And all the.time we have been golng from 


ing @ wife for my- 





Stated 


bad to worse! Ab, how sick I am of this con. 
stant grind to keap up appearances and yet 
make both ends meet !” exclaimed Mr, Egerton, 

With a gesture of tenderest womanly sym. 
pathy, combining the love of a daughter with 
an almost maternal sollcitude, the girl drew his 
white head on her shoulder and gently klied 
his brow, 

"Jels bard, darling; but we must hope for 
betber times in the futare.” 

He shook his head despondingly. 

" No, Nathalle ; I believe I am_ past hope aoyw, 
I cherished it as long as I could, and it deceived 

Heaven only knows what we are to do|” 

Nathalle looked round the room, as ff she 
would fain draw comfort from the elght of the 
familiar objecta about her, -but there was cer- 
tainly no suggestion of anything bat that genteel 
poverty which fs, of all kinde, hardest to bear, 
carpet, formerly @ magoificent epecimen 
Viastern ‘rooms, waa now threadbare and 
te of colout ; the velvet curtains had 
fadéd from s purple to a dall, neutral tint, hard 
te , the whole room looked 
shabby and dingy in the June sunshine, the only 
bite of lite colour being a bunch of red 
roses on the table and Nathalie hervel/, A 
more glowing embodiment of bright youth and 
vitality ib would have been difficult to find if 
you had searched England through. 

She was tail and straight as a young poplar, 
and with a certein dignity of carriage that made 


her look rather older than her years, Her com- 
plexion was dark, but very clear, and lighted up 
by « vivid crimson on lips oy saan —_ the 
large flashing eyes, shaded by long es, were 
almost exactly the same shade of brown as the 
hair that rippled In waves low over her fore- 
head, 


“What will Lionel say when he knows the 
secret that I have, as yet, only confided to you-- 
namely, that the estates are mi literally 
to their fall value ?” continued Mr, Egevton with 
& groan. ; 

Nathalle did not reply, The question was ove 
thas had often presented itself to her 
imagination, 

He will blame me, and say that if J had nob 
eogeged in those unlucky mining speculations 
things would never have réached their present 
erlsis,” hé went on. ‘‘ Heaven knows I acted, as 
I thonght, for the best.” 

“ Ot course you did, and if Ltonel #0 far forg ste 
himeelf as to utter one word of censure on your 
conduct he is no brother of mine!” exclaimed 
the girl, hotly; *then she added, in a more 
soothing tone, “bud don’t torment yourself with 
powsibilities that are not likely to oscar. Lionel 
will help ur, not repine at our necessities. 
Remember he fs a soldier, and a brave one— 
who is accustomed to looking difficulties tp the 
face. 

"Yess butitis the shame of revealiog them 
to him that I fear so much.” 

Nathbalie’s only reply was to press another kiss 
on her father’s ik, 

She too, would willingly have spared him the 
humillation of confessing that throogh his ows 
impradent speculations—commeneed with a view 
of retrieving his fallen fortunes—he had placed 
himself fn a poaftion from which he could only 
be exiticated by the sacrifice of his son's birth. 
right. 

sp What has brought the subject so prominently 
before your mind this’ morning!” she asked, 
presently. 

*T have had a letter from Mr, Farquhar, 9'/0 
says he is comiug here to-day, and, of course, the 
chances are he. come down on me for the 
money be has advanced, and se I shall not beable 
to pay It he will foreclose, 

* Foreclose |” ted Nathalle, In an awed 
whisper. “ Does j.moan he will take pos- 
ie Sat a wt al 

3) 

a the young girl threw up both hands.in » 
gesture of dismayed horror. is Mr. Farquhar, 
who held the jae Ay a City banker 
of no birth, no 1g—who had made his large 
fortone by lending money on usary—would come 
and make bimself owner of thelr grand old home 
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the home that had never had éther than an 


for a master, 
The "dea was dreadful, and involuntarily 
Natalle covered her face with her handy, and a 
egy my “ony 
Brought up, she 
mother’s pba wl Mre 


tn er ae orm fo 
her birth—and principally, fo charge 
sire ia arse, who wasdevoted to " the family,” 
and who was never tired of 75 elena bay 
ancient eget ae be hardly a matter for 
surprise that Natalie have inherited, in a 


verbial to the Eger'tons, 
“Her devotion to her birthplace = ita sur- 


being, almost impossib: 

i matter of fact she felt the ss mena of 

thelr position even more than fapher--as the | 
natare must ever suffer more deeply 
than the weaker, 

‘Tae history of our family for. the last 
century is a melancholy story of a donetanee 
that Increases year by year, commencing wi 
the death of my great anole Cyrus ; he ho se 
have left a curse on the house/’ sald Mr. Eger- 
top, leaning his head ow his hand, while Nathalle 


slowly rose and, © her elbow on the mantel- 
plece, gazed abstrac into space. ‘' He com- 


“Narse Barbara has told me about him,” 
said the young girl, willing to divert her father's | 
ats fcom his owa special troubles, it {i were | 

py a fow malnates,. “He was a miser, was 


* Yos, and tio got knows how he died ; bub is 
ts suspected he had concealed hla wealth and 
the family jewels fn some secrep hiding-place, 
and bad been watched and raurdered for sake 
of the gold.” 

“ Barbara gays that an old 
ciewna withthe rng ge 

prop ’ 

Egerton and his money were still under 
tha rool of King’s Doce: and that as long, as his 
bones lay in unconsecrated ground eo long wonld 
a curse be on his 


“Rabbish, my dear—rubbish ! Barbara is 
too fond of telling you those kinds of old wives’ 
tales, Tt. fe that Cyrus was murdered, 


and the money and jewels as certainly became 
the prey of the murderer, Why, If T thought 
otherwise I would never rest, night or day, until 
T hed discovered this buried treasure!” 

“ Was it so very valuable?” 

“Tt const have been, for the jewels alone were 
sald to be worth as. mach ae the estates, and 
every one of them disappeared, and has never 
since been heard of. In my youth i was {inclined 
to be as credulons as you, and spent a great deal 
ot hing pitas fae, although toned “s good 
0 pgp ST a 
many, not one of them contained what I sought, 
and as Tam eure I did not leave a nook or cranny 
anexplored I was forced to abandon the Idea ae 
atterly mythical. No, Nathaile, we have no 
chance of redeeming out fortunes by stich a 


Weal 


He sf deeply, and then tamed to the 
= bent over the papers with which it was 
strewn, 

Nathalle, seeing him thus engaged, took It as a 
hint that her departure was desired, and went 
upstairs to her own room, where she put on her 
eh, and taking ap ‘parasol and gloves left the 

ouse, crossed the lawn, and made her way 
noah tera where kine were 
browalng tn place of the deer b had formerly 


gus haandl toe opis Bl'tesee to think over 
her conversation with her Ppp’ although, as 8 
matter of fact, the subjec © 90S Gay Reet Sow "be 
her, and had often 


Some distance from tne house, ‘anit almost ab 
the extrem! the park, wae a lake encircled 
shapenn fn the noonday, kept the 


by jt 


| pack to revisit her former haunts.” 


se luck as the aieovery of Oyrus Egerton’s | | 


resort of the young girl, who now went down to 
the bank and seated herself in an old punt 
moored to the side. 
She had not been there long before her reverie 
was disturbed by the sound of a dog’s bark, and 
looking up she beheld the dog’s master——a young 
man of abont twenty-eight, with o brown, 
—— face and close clustered chestnut 
curls, 
“ Tt is you, then, Miss Egerton !” he exclaimed 
coming down the bank, and raising his straw hat 
from a broad white brow, 
“Yes. Were you under the {mpression It wae 
someone else?” she queried, with a elight 
deepeniog of the carmine In her cheeks. 

" Well, you looked so poetic In your white 
dress, aud in this dim green light, that I was nob 
quite sure the old days of romance had indeed 





gone by, I thought perhaps Undine had come 


© A very substantial Undine, I should imagtue. 
I don’t look as if I were on the point of melting 


“Into water, do Ii” 


* Ae a matter of fact you do not ; still I should 
_ a payeelf of your material exlet- 

by shaking hands with you, and in order bo 
effect I —_ join you inthe punt. Have I 


your permission 

Nathalfe ocinated & moment, and then replied 
fu the affirmative, upon which he sprang lightly 
into the pant, and proceeded to place himeelf at 
her feet, in such a position that ie could look up 
into her face—an-amusement that seemed to 
afford him a great deal of gratification. 

" Ten’t it a lovely oy $” he sald, presently, 
breathing a deep sigh of satisfaction. ' I suppose, 
like me, you thought ita shame to stay in the 
house, although perhaps, unlike me, you had 
no definite purpose fa coming out?” 

She did not reply, but drew her white fingers 
through the lucid water, and then, holding them 
up, watched. the bright drops as they fell 


“You don’t ask me what my purpose was, 
Mise Egerton,” he continued 

“ Then I afford ‘you proof that all my sex are 

not tormented ‘by an fosatiable curfosloy,” she 


responded, laughing, 
«and yet it had to do with yourself.” 


“With me!” she repeated. “You surprise 
me very much, Mr. Cleveland,” 
"Do I? Are yot®? not prepared for the 


announcement of the fact that your presence has 


where or do pr komm for a chance of speaking to 
you for five minutes 

His voice became impassioned, and he rafeed 
himself from his half-reclining posture, so as to 
be more on a level with her whom se seaiireenbd. 

Nathalle did nob lift her bi bee but the beautifal 
colour grow brighter than fm her cheeks, and 
spread and spread until {t reached both throat 
and brow, 

Perhaps Hogk Cieveland had studied “ ae 8 
looks” until ke had learned to interpret the 


rate, he was not disheartened by the allence his 
—_ are ge 0 yo he took Ne of the 
white y on oung ’e lap and 
raised 1b to his : r airy 

“ Perhaps you may think I have presumed boo 
much in speaking thus boldly after so short an 
acquaintance,” he went on, “It is trne I have 
known you less than a month, but love dees not 
Minit fteelf to daye and weeks —tt fa a flame that 
aprings up in the heart, kindled by the magic of 
a glance, and oblivious of time. darling } if 
I can only win you I care for nothing else, I can 
dety Fate {tself,” 

Some of his excitement communicated itself to 
her, for she began to tremble violently, but did 
not resist when he drew her gently towards him 
and pressed the first love kles on her ecarlet lips, 

He spoke truly when ht said Time wav not 
meant for Love—Love which merges everything 
into the sweetness and power of Its own identity, 
Por these two, in ‘the first biissfal moments that 
followed Cieveland’s declaration, the world, with 
ail {ts sorrows, ite cares, ite burdens, existed nat, 
They were only eonscious that each loved 
other, and In that consclousness dwelt an untold 





fresh: and cool, and this was & favourite 


and immeasurable delight, like unto which 


become a necessity to me—that I would go any-- 


signs of their varying expressions aright; ab any 


nothing that life could afterwarda offer them 
would ever compares, 

* T have done wrong. I have allowed myself 
to be carried sway by my feelings when, first of 
all, I ought to have made a confesston that is due 
to you!” exclaimed the young man, suddenly 
withdrawing himself from her, and speaking 
quickly and eagerly. “I think—nay I am sure— 
io will make no difference to you ; but, for all 
that, Ihave no right to let you remain in igno- 
rance of @ circumstance to which some people 
might attach a great deal of Importance. When 
my cousin and [ arrived af Westland House 
some mistake regarding our identity arose, and 
my cousfo was supposed to be Hugh Cleveland, 
the artist, while I was looked upon as the heir of 
Avenal Court, and he was sc much amused at the 
error that he begged me not to undeceive our 
friends, to which J, sbapldly enough, consented, 
nob because I had any desire to usurp a position 
that belonged to another, but because I saw he 
was véry much fo love with a girl staying in the 
house, whom I knew to be a heartless coqnuette, and 
who, I was quite sure, would refuso him {ff he 
raade her an offer as & poor artist, but who would 
as certaluly have accepted him had he proposed 
to her under the name of Hugh Cleveland, of 
Avenal Oourt. The result justified my expecta- 
tlons—he did propose to her, and was rejected. 
T intended telling you this before I made known 
to you my love—for, Nathalie, Iam very poor. 
I have only a couple of hundred a-year besides 
what I earn myself, and i) may be a lore time 
before I shall be In a position to give you thoes 
luxuries to which you have been accustomed ; 
only, darling, I have brains and health, and these, 
together with the knowledge of your love, wil! 
spur me on In the race of life. I will make a 
great name. I will win fame and fortune, and 
then I will come and lay them at your feet, ang 
claim you, my queen, as my reward |"* 

He need not. have feared her reception of the 
news—riches, bermmpting though they may be, 
could not have wun a young and noble heart, 
which had leapt out to meet his, and would 
remain true to him through time—throvgh 
rowers She absolutely laughed as he finished 


aT did you really think this could make 
one fota of difference }’’ she eaid, reproachfully. 
‘* Tf love recke not of ticae or change neither does 
{b of poverty. I love you vo well,”—she bend 
down her pretty head to whisper the words— 
‘that only death iteelf would ever heve power to 
tear me from you.” 





CHAPTER II. 


Tue same day that witnessed Nathalfe Eger- 
ton’s betrothal saw her brother wandering aim- 
lesaly about the streets of Brassels, where he was 
walting for certain despatches that 1b was his 
buainess to tranemih to Eogland. 

He was not particularly fond of sighteesing, 
and the day was extremely hot and airless—two 
potent reasons why he should not follow in the 
wake of a horde of excnrafonists, who, crimson of 
countenance and dusty of clothes, had just passed 
him, filled with the laudable ambition of getting 
their money’s worth from Mr. Cook, and seeing 
all there was to be seen, 

Truth to tell, Ldonel Egerton did not quite 
know what to do with himself during this en- 
forced delay on his homeward journey. Hie 
hotel was hot and stuffy and uncomfortable, and 
the streets may be described in the same terms, 
so that really there was little to choose between 
the two; and to save himeelf the trouble of 
deciding whether he would return to the former, 
or continue his perambulations round the latter, 
he suddenly walked Into e church, near which be 
found himself, and thus eolved the difficulty. 

was a decided improvement—nhere, at 
least, it was cool, the sunshine coming fn a 
softened radiance through the stained-glass 
windows, aud breaking Itself Into patches of 
gorgeous colour, tinted by the medium through 
which it had paseed,- There waa no service going 
on, but one of the confeselonal boxes was occupled, 





and the low verge nae of the penitent’s voice broke 
the silence that would otherwise have reigned 
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mupreme, Lionel walked reverently up a side 
alsle—some few devotees, who were kneeling on 
pric dieus, glancing up from their rosaries to look 
at him as he passed—and presently be came to a 
standstill, his attention attracted by a yourg 
girl, who, her attitude one of deep devotion, was 
praying In front of a small altar, 

He could hardly have told what thore was in 
the face that so instantaneously struck him; he 
had seen too many beautiful women for the sight 
of one more to have euch an effvet of Iteelf, and 
yet he felt himself fmpelled, as by a resistiess 
fascination, to gaue at thatfair,girlish countenance, 
which, he at once decided, could only belong, to 
one of his own countrywomen, 

The young girl was oxtromely fair—even ab 
this distance he fancied he could trace the 
course of the blue velnus that wandered over her 
temples, Her halr was of the gold colour, 
and so fine and soft that {o literally looked like 
flose silk, but, strangely enough, the eyebrows 
and eyelashes were dark, thus redeeming the face 
from the charge of inslpidlty which ite colour- 
leasness might otherwise have provoked. 

There was a curious tranquillity fn the grace of 
her pose, and a weary resignation {n her expres- 
sion, that seemed ont of place in one moth ps 4 
Her dress of heavy black material, trimmed wi 
craps, pointed to some recent loss she had sus- 
tained, and, {t may be, focreased the interest her 
rubtedeeuaiel her 

y-and-by sherose,and gat up her prayer- 
book and rosary, turned round, and walked slowly 
out of the church, followed by Egerton, whom, 
Sprain cs techie 
eq pace w got ou 
and walking ager Fa ge up the Rae, — 
{nto the park, w just now seemed quite 


deserted. 

It was then Lionel became aware that he was 
not the only one who took an interest in the young 
lady's movements ; @ short, military-locking man, 
with bold, dark eyes and a black m 
was also sauntering va after her, 
preseutiy went to her side, and taking off his hat 
with a flourish, seemed to address some words to 


her. 

Whatever they were they did not please his 
listener, who first of ali hurried on, but finding 
her companion kept up with her, came to a stand- 
stfll and confronted him, while she looked round, 
— she would have called someone to her 


ald. 

Lionel answered the unconscious appeal by 
walking quickly up to the pair, 

* Mademolselle,” he said, in French, “can I 
assist you in any way 1" 

She answered in his own language. 

“Tsee you are an Englishman, sir, Will you 
sek this person to desist from annoying me any 
more}" she exclaimed, quickly, and In some 
agitation, as if she felt the awkwardness of her 
situation. 

“This person,” however, did not remain to 
hear ths conclusion of the forelble sentences 
Lionel was beginning to address him with, for, 
seeing that the young girl had found a protector, 
he shrogged his shoulders, smiled with easy non- 
chalance, and ralsing his hab, walked away. 

“T thank you very much,” she sald, with a 
certain grave simplicity that was, in itself, charm- 
Ing, and then she bowed, and would have walked 
away, bt was stopped by Lionel. 

“T am only too delighted to have been the 
means of saving you the slightest annoyance,” he 
eald, hurriedly ; “bat I must beg you to grant 
me 8 favour, namely, permission to accompany 
you home, for it is by no means improbable that, 
when he sees 1 have lefs you, your persecutor 
will return,” 

A troubled look came In her blue eyes. 

P are you think 0?” she murmure@, doubt- 
ally. 

Lionel followed up his advantage. 

**T am afraid he has no gentlemanly feeling to 
deter him. If I presume too much in offering 
you my escort, you must attribute ib so my 
anziety to be of use to a compatriot in a foreign 
country.” 

'* You are very good-—-gour «fisr needs no 
apology, but if I could have been spared from 
troubiing you I should have been glad,” 





" Believe me, there will be no trouble,” he 
interposed, eagerly ; ‘I have nothing todo, I 
am simply detained here net my will, and as 
I know Brussels as well as I do London, and have 


¥. will take you at your word,"’ she sald, 
th the same gravity as before, and 
together they walked under the shadow of the 
across the square, and through the Porte 

de Namu ‘ 
“Tam to the Rae du Prince Royal,” sh 
told him presently, for he had left it to her to 
open the conversation, ‘I am at school there— 
at least, I am now one of the governesses ; I was 
formerly pupil. It is a half-holiday to-day, and 
I begged permission to go to church, which was 
granted me, Tt is the frst time I have been ond 
alone in Brussels,” 


She spoke with a certain {diom, as though 
Eaglish, albels her native tongue, was yet un- 


to . 
‘ Have you been in Belgium long!” he In- | 


quired, 
** Por ten I was eight years old, 
b time I a it.” 
; at least, my parents were Eoglish. 
T really hardly know what 
° ” 
to ask her many ques- 
herself and her relatives, not 


answered, and then frankly extended her haad, 
'* You have been very rind to me, and I thank 
you,” 
eT wish I might bope again,” he 
“lw might hope to ses you y: 
and paused, looking at her rather 


“ T should like ib very much, too, but {t is quite 
impossible,” she said, decidedly, and without a 
trace of embarrassment elther in tone or soanner ; 
“I shall not go out alone again.” 

“To Is much better that you should not, Could 
I not call!” 

" Certainly i  iaeeste ee 
the pros absola t er;  Ieho 
bee capalio’ te pas lea came to the ears of 
the head mistress. I fear, Mr. Egerton '’—ahe 
had looked at his card and learned bis name-— 
“our farewell mast be an adieu, en vérite.” 

"T will not consent to it—TI, at least, shall say 
au revoir,” be said, pressing the slender band 
within his clasp; and then he stood watching 
her until the big door opened, aud she disappeared 
inside. 

"Ta there such a thing as fate!’ be sald to 
himeelf, as he turned away. ‘If I believed fo I 
should feel convinced that girl's destiny and Bo | 
own would exercise a powerful inflaence on 
other. Ah! well, life Is a strange medley, of 
which nothing can be with certainty predicted, 1 

time will show.” 
e did show, and fn a way he little dreamed 
of as he uttered those words. 

Meanwhile Adrienne had gone to her chamber 





| 


7 a, 


—or rather tie tiny dormitory, shut of from 
the others by white ies she digoified 
with the name of her chamber—and, having 
reached It, ehe eat down on the one chalr it oon. 
tafned, and began thinking over the adventurs 
thao had befallen ber, 

That there was anything strange fm the fact of 
Egerton accompanying her home did not for 
moment enter her imsginatiop, neither did {; 
strike her that be had any motive {n doing so 
other than pure kindliness and courtesy, Her 
life, if not spent In convent, had been well-nigh 
as secluded as @ nun’s, and her knowledge of the 
outalde world was absolutely vil. 

As she had told Lione), to-day waz the firs: 
time she had been allowed to go out alone, and {p 
gg agree 
of governess that on 
awcorded 


“I think--I believe 
mistake,” be stammered, ae 

curtsey and stood before him, waiting 

to speak. ‘‘I asked to see a little girl, 
believe fa a pupl! hore,” 

‘Ab l yoo,” sald Adrienne, smiling ; "I, tor, 
fancled there was an error somewhere, for I never 
have visitora, Perhaps I can help you, sir. 
Whom did you wish to ses?” 

*' A Mise Adrienne Marchmiont,” 

The young girl repeated the name in surprise. 

“Why, then, ft really fe myself after all. J aw 
Adrienne Marchmont.” 

* You!” 

Sir Ralph Lynwood—for of course it was the 


Baronet—put up his eyeglasses, and stared at ber — 


rather helplessly, He was so com takeu 

moment he could nob speak. 
He had pictured to himself « small, slender child 
of about thirteen, and, fustead, he found himsel! 
confronted by a tall girl—elim and young-looking 
certainly, but grown up for all that, Her beauty 
came upon him as a revelation ; he had never 
seen anything like 1b before. and tovoluntarily he 
compared her to a spow tender, 
but most lovely in ite exquisite grace acd 


delicacy. 

“You have surprised me mucb, my dear,” 
be eald, recovering himeelf, coming forward 
to take her hands; “I fancled you were very 
much younger, because your poor father, who ws: 
one of my earliest friends, wrote of you as 's 
child, acd aa his ‘ little girl.’ I have come over 
from England on purpose to see you for bir 
sake,” 

The tears started to her eyes. 

“How kind—how good of you! I had no 
idea anyone cared enough for me to do so,” she 
said, with unconscious pathos, 

“Then you must alter your oplaion. Your 
father, on his dying bed, commended you to me, 
and, in future, it will be my plessure to promote 
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Sear, 





| 


oats pines, Loam Sir Rilph Lynwood, Por- 
{oes you bave heard my name?” 

She shook ber head. 

“T have seen very little of my father of late 
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FROM DARK TO DAWN. 


— i= 
(Continued from page 249.) 
"They have come!” he sald, 


me see Nellie Inst,” and Mrs, 
tecelved her 
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“Why did you run away? Why could you | 
not wait for Nelile’s explanation? Do you know 
what pain and shame you worked for her!” de. / 
manded Mrs, Fred, frately. 

“T know now—and have nelther hope for nor 
claim to ” humbly. 

“Nonsense, man!” broke in Uncle Fred. 
“ You always had too poor an opinion of your- 
Your mistake was a natural one, and 
Nellie will freely forget and forgive—the latter 
she has long since done. I'll go and prepare her 
for this joyful 3 

‘No, walt until you have heard my story. I 
5 8 who must tell her alJ,” said Swinton, 
” as TamI have yet some remnant of feel- 


B 


of | ing, and I can’t confess to her, You must be 


my ambassador. Sit near-—-my voice fs falllog 
me fast ; and when I’ve made a clean breast of 
fo I want you to send her to me in utter 
of David's identity. Nothing but her 
own words will convince him of her love and 
pardon. He will belleve that her sense of duty 
Few my to recelve him ngalo as ‘her 
So 


ft agreed to do as the dying man 


re told his own 
story, tening with a growing horror 
she vainly tried to conceal, pd ptt. fb was 
ended she burst into tears. 


“Swinton, I wish you had not told me these 

: I berg have ara to keep some plea- 
san when you are gore.” 

He moved his wearily. z 

“I knew I should disgust you. I’m a bad lot, 
but I’m doing the beut thing possible under the 
circumstances, I’m dying as fast as I can. Now, 
if you please, leave us, and send Nellie here,” 


In a Mbtle while the girl came, She had been 
with sorrow at fall from honour and 
rectitude, and pity of his tragic end. She could 
mob forget that once she had ioved this poor 
wretcb, and invested him with every manly 


te. 
He lifted his dim eyes to her sweet face. 
‘*Ab, Nellie!” he sald, “you have nothin 
but scorn for me now, and Heaven knows 
richly deserve {t,”” 

She glanced at David, whose heart beat loud 
and fast, The dear face he saw now after such 
weary, weary months was paler than {t should 
be, the sweet mouth mournfal, the dark eyes 
heavy with long-sustained woe. Swinton sald, 

“You may speak — Nellie; this fs my 
nuree,” and she wond a Httle at the other's 
uncouth behavicur, He had neither spoken nor 
removed his hat since her entrance, 

“ Nellie,” sald the fainbd volce, “‘you are 
aware now what manner of man I am. ‘You 
to David—he, at least, loved 
y and whole-heartedly.” 


Do you think he still lives ” 

t he should die away and 
at enmity with me,” ehe cried, wildly. 

Mk yer you forgive his desertion and 


~I, who deceived 

t, Bech oy vey te 

at, Swinton, day 
touched y 


was mad with his woe—mad to find me 
than he believed me. So he voluntarfly 
me all he had—setting 
h for freedom ;" and 
broke down, and but for Swinton’s ex- 
declared 


cn eee 7oe love ‘him still, Nellie!” 
te of all?” 


* And what if 1 have news of him for you! 
What ff I tell you that he still lives, loving and 
pecngag By} Condemninog himself; but never 
you; that though fallen from his former position 
~-poor, friendless—hls true heart has never 
changed; or his nature been warped with his 
many trials?” 

‘Tell me nll, that I may go to him, pleading 
pardon and love; that I msy show him my con- 
trition, and teach him to believe {in me once 
more,” 

" He does that alreedy, Nellie!” sald David, 
rising suddenly. 

She gave one wild cry of rapture as she saw 
him standing before her, and flew to his side, 

** David! David |” she sobbed, “ forgive me, 
end take me back again! Oh! my heart will 
burat with {ts load of joy 1” 

He held her fast whilst be kissed her sweet 
Ups again and egalo, and in his heart he was 
thanklog Heaven for the joy of this one supreme 
moment. 

e * * . . 

The last hour had come. Swinton was draw- 
{ng near now to the dark river; already the 
death-dew was on hiz brow, and bie eyes were 
fast glazing, Stili he did nob loose hie hold on 
= rl hand, and now bending over him, she 


“Pray with me, Swinton.” 

* Tt Is too late,” he groaned ; but she urged 
with piteous relteration "Pcay,” and with tears 
{fn her eyes, that petition which comprises 
all our wante--The Lord’s Prayer. 

The falling lips moved once or twice, and when 
Nellie had reached the words *‘ Forgive as our 
trespasses"” they cried aloud In anguish and 
dread “ Forgive,” and then were silent for ever- 
more, And who shall dare affirm that even at 
that eleventh hour the «loner was not pardoned f 


* « ” * « 


Nellie and David never returned to Camiord, 
both having a morbid dread of meeting oid 
acquaintances ; but with the money Nellie had 
banked, and some assistance from “ Uncle Fred,” 
David purchased a small businees at Gloucester, 
and after much grief and privation prosperity came 
to him, and with prosperity joy ; and Nellie ts 
wont to declare that in all England there is no 
happler wife than she; nc nobler, fonder husband 
than the man she once had well-nigh loathed, 


(THE END.] 








SWEETHEART AND TRUE. 


—0i— 
CHAPTER XIII. 

' bank ! 
Ha fess Senet sale gt 
Become the touches of love’s harmony.” 

Tax tummer day was dead, and the dewy eve 
had fallen to earth in all the exquisite cool and 
freshness of a new-born vight. 

A langourons stiliness hung over the river, and 
the old wherry seemed asleep, for it hardly 
stirred at {ts rope; and even the tall rushes 
swayed no more in the flow; not a breath moved 
their heads in the summer gloaming, 

The moon hung out her sliver lamp above, and 
shone down serenely beautiful, calm and dispas- 
slonate, as ff unconsclous of all earthly fires— 
love, hate, joy, despair, 

Under the leafy shadow of the alders by the» 
river, Olive stood waiting. 

« f will be first,” she sald to her heart, “ first 
at the tryst.” 

And long before eight strokes rung out 
from the distant village, telling the hour, she had 
stolen down to the bank to walt, and think, and 
dream until Alan should come, 

She knew it wasto be “good-bye” that they 
two were going to say to each other soon—quito 
soon now. It might be that after this night she 
would never see him again. In all human likell- 
hood {t would be so, she told herself again and 
again, with almost passionate sorrow. 





} “In the bitterness of the thought O ive claeped 
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her hands together above her head, and reckless 
for the moment, abe cried sloud, in her swest, 
soft voloa, full of motirnfalness,--- 

‘Oh! Alan, Alan |” 

Tae pathatle little cry echoed through the 
etillness of the night, 

** Oh! O.ive, O.fve |" came like an answering 
echo softly behind her, and she knew that he, 
too, had kept the tryst by the river, 

Alan took her hand iu his, and for the moment 
neither sald one single word. He was the fired to 
break the silence, 

“So weare really going to say. good-bye to- 
night?’ he begins, looking down at-her. ; 

‘ Yes,'' she marmars below her breath, bat she 
does not lift-those down-dropped eyes. 

Only to our friendship, though,” he saya, 
alter a patise. ‘ We are only. going to say good- 
bye to our forma! bond and compact of friend- 
ship which we made here on this vory spot so 
short a time ago. Tuat is understood, ka 1b not, 
O.ive?” Alan ends, softly. 

She raises the great beown orbs to his in sudden 
bewilderment, She does not for the moment 
grasp his meaning. Ocly o farewell. to their 
friendship--what can he mean } 

“Tdo not think I rightly understand,” Olive 
falters, gazlug wide-eyed at him ; and the moon, 
glimmering on her way, catches those uprated 
eyes and makes them gleam through the dusky 
ehadows of the alders, “ Do you mean that pou'are 
really not going away after all?” the girl ends, 
with a faint hope {n her heart that, perhaps, he 
may only be playlog with her, and an eagerness 
in her voice as she says is. 

** No, I do mot mean that,” ha answers; genbly. 
“Tam réally going because it is o matter of 
duty. My iather would be vexed if I did nob go, 
and, besides, I wish myself to fulfil my promise. 
Bat I will come—back, Oiive!” 

"You will come back!” she echoes breath- 
lessly after him, while her heart givee a audden 
throb of great joy and thinkfuiness, —~ 

[t fs not4to be an eternal farewell, then—only, 
aepace, Well, no matter how long, so.av it fs 
not for ever and ever, The girl could have cried 
aloud to Fate in utter and fervent gratitude, 

"Yea, I mean to come back, I waited to tell 
you 80 to-night. -I mast come back ;'1 cannot 
help myself. Bat forall that, we shall say good- 
bye to our friendship now, for it ts gotag—no, it 
hae already gone from us. It ts desd aud buried. 
But fo {te place there fe something elae, Olive ; 
something better, sweeter, as [ said before. 
Do you not ynderstand me now)” be says, taking 
her hand betwixt his own. 

‘“T do not know,” the girl answers. almost ina 
whisper. 

“O.fve, Tlove you! That is what I mean,” 
Aisn goeson tenderly, and he puts his arms 
round her, and draws her close to him. 

She answers him nothing ; speech is lost to 
her, The bliss of the moment almost amounte 
to paln. Ibis too keen, too swift, too exquisite 
for words, 
aud knows that he has just sald ‘'I love you,” 

Human hears could desire no more. 

The aldera give a. little soft .rustle of thelr 
leaves above the two, as if they were whleperiog 
one te the obber,~-~ 


‘See, this ts love, baman love; and itis ale 


happiness,” 

* Well,” Alan. began, presently, ‘*have you 
nothing to say to me, you ‘ittle dumb thing?” 

“ No, nothing 1” anewers the givl, slowly, with 
her bead resting agatust his shoulder, 

‘Not even that you love. me a lbttle.is 
return ” be asks, caressingly, once more. 

Yea!” she returns, with lttle rapturous 
sintie up ab him; ‘I will say that if you wish,” 

“I do wish, if tb is the truth,” 

Tt is partly trae.” 

“* Only partly?” he urges, reproachfally. 
“Yos; because I do not exactly love you a 
Httle, I love you much—very, very much1” 
ends the girl, below her breath. 

“Y was sure you did, aud yet I am glad to hear 
you say 60, you sweet, small child,” he rejolus, 
woking ber cheek. ‘*Do son know, Olive, I 
believe I have been in love with you ever since I 
cet saw you here by the river! Iam sure Fate 
scaled my book of life that very day. Tome 


She only feels those arme round her, | 


you're the deares> little maiden Heaven ever 
sent as a blessing Into this very troublesome 
world of ours.” 

‘*Tam glad you think I am nice!” murmors 
Olive; “I have often wondered what you did 
think of me. You are sure, quite eure, Alan, 
that you do mean what you esy !” she adds, her 
voice fall of anxious love, 

"Perfectly sure, you darilog. From to-night 
we begin a new life, you and I. When I come 
~back—and be sure I shall tot stay away any 
longer than I can possibly help-—we Shall be so 
happy together; shall we not? 

"Yes, vary, very happy,” she returns, with a 
small sigh of bliss. 

“* Bat we will have no secrecy about our love, 
dearest. Directly I return to Pont l’Abbaye I 
shall call formally upon Miss Daunt, and hear 
what she has to say about {t, She can have no 
objection to me, I am sure. Of course I shall 
tell her my history generally, which fs what you 
already know. Nothing very out of the common 
one way or the-other,: At any rete, thongh I 
am not what one would calla rich man, I have, 
ab any rate, quite sufficient to matntatn a 
wife. What a sweet li:tie wife you will make, 


“ Perhaps Miss Rebecca, will tell yott all about 
me,” putin the girl, raising her head from his 
breast and looking up rather anxiously; “J car 
tell you nothing myself, | am so dreadfully in the 
dark about my own life.” 

**Of course I shall hear ail that, dearest, | 
expect there is only avery aimple story to be 
heard, after all, and yon trouble your pretty 
head far too much over {t, You have lived'a very 
aweed,-Innocent life at Moulluct, just fitted for 
you. I would not havé you avy other but what 
you are now.” 

And your father and mother, Alan? What 
will they say tome when they heart” 

“My mother has been dead many yeare, and 
tay father is the best and dearest of fathers, 1 
don’t think he ever crossed me in anything in my 
life. [shave been a dreadfally spoilt child, I am 
sadly afraid,” 

“You don’t think he will mind me, then!” 
Olive aeks, in @ more relieved fone of volce. 

Mind you!" he repeats after her; “I am 
pure he will adore*yoa, ike I do, whou he sees 
you, Ishall take you over to England with me 
2 206 him.” 

“ Sappose. Mies Daund will not allow me to’ go 
with you4” hagards Olive, rather fearfally ; for 
she hae not much falth in Mies Rebecca's sym- 
pathy with a loveaffair. 

‘* She cannot refuse to Jeb you go that I can ses, 
What reason could? she have! © Are we not going 
to ‘be husband and wife? We will be married 
from Seize Court, Olive, It is stich a grand old 
place, I quite long to show ib:to you, It will 
belong ta me some day, when the dear old father 
fs taken from me, whieh will be many a long day 
yet, I sincsrely trust, No, my own, Miss Daant 
must let you go; she can have no excuse for 
| refusing, though she may be a dragon,” he ends, 

smi 


"Tt all soundd very delicious: what you say,” 
Olive says the next moment," all far too 
pleasant, almost, for reality. I like to hear you 
say Itpand to think ft will all be just as you say, 
but suppose it should not be?" she adds, earn- 
estly, 

' Bab, my dear little love, we will not suppose 
any euch a thing,” Alan rejoins, gently ; ‘ why 
should suche disagreeable thing happen? what 
makes you imagine it, tell me?” 

“Ob, | wish «you were not going away now, 
though you say it is only for # ehort time,’’ she 
goes on, holding his hand close, as if that would 
keep him near her. “Somehow I feel as if it 
was golng to be a real good-bye, after all.” 

“Your dear lbtle head fa certainly very fail 
of aliy fancies then. Now, 1 have no such 
terrible presentiments hanging over me,” he re- 
joins, cheerfully. 

'“Supposing I should never see you again, 
Alan !” she murmurs, fn @ voice of keenest pain ; 
“if I should never, never see you agsin after to- 
night, I believe I should die.” 

"We will nob talk of dying, my dearest, for 
from to-night webegiu to live a new,.sweeb life, 











I will nob Hstem to any mioré of such sad 1 
bodings, they are eawhubeicne to us both, “Tt 
fa time to say good-night and go home. Now 
you are really mine I-mean to be very carefy) o! 
you. To show that you really do belong to me, | 
want you to wear this until I bring you eome. 
thing better,” Alan says; eee | & heavy seal 
ring from one of hie fingers, and slipping it on to 
her third finger ; ‘it’s much too for you, I 
know, but until I bring you another keep fi as 4 
token of our troth, Dow say good-night to 
me, my own, Last me carry away with wo the 
very aweeteat-remembrance of you unt!l we meet 
again, You will think of me while Iam gone, 
won't you 1” 


“All day and all night,” answered the 
tucatty. Wa: ght, eit) 


“Ido not want you ‘to do quite that,” he 
answers, smiling erly, “* but don’t forget me, 
that’s all, Say ‘ good-night, dear Alen, and 
Heaven bless you |’” he urges once more. 

“ Good-night, my dearest Alan, come back to 
me soop, and Heaven bless you,” murmurs Olive 


softly. 
good-night.” 


arg 


“Now kiss men 
She lifes her Itps'to his obediently, and ho, 
bending to meet them on ‘thelr way, 


“ Whispered kisses back on hers,” 


A kiss ia the lact sign and seal of love, 

“ Good-night, my own dear Hitle love, Olive,” 
Alan saya at last, “and may Heaven bless aud 
keep youcwhile Iam away.” | 

Then he looses his arms from about her, and 
leta’ her go; whilet the moon walls over the 
deep-hued heavens, and the river swirls past tlic 
bank, as tf ib knew of no such goodly boon as 
love, which visited the earth and made it a 
Paradise 


Olive'almost ran aloug the path by the creek 
leading back to. Moulinot, hoping that fate would 
be kind, and allow. her to‘elip in aoperceived, 
without. Miss Daant having milvsed her, It 
could be but a little after nine o’¢lock oven 
now, at 

Aa she passes through the wicket-gate, and let: 
{t swing back noleelesaly on {te old fron hinges, 
she sees a man’s Sgure standing upright and 
motionless in the statow of the doorway, as if 
waiting for her coming. * 

It strikes-her with a sudden little chil! sense of 
wonder, wt ’ 

At alght of the girl coming near, the figure 
moves towards her out.of the shadow Into the 
moourays, 

It ie Stephen Daunt ! 


onaPTER xt.‘ 
“ Oft when blind mortals think themselves secure, 
In height of bliss, they touch the brink of ruin.” 


“Mp. Stepney 1” Olive says, eurprisedly, with 
wit falutesb' Inelination to oe ar ab 
sight of him, moving like » phantom 
1 Mouguayoa were nok coming Gal So-icerow 
” oughtyou were : ‘morrow 
Miss Rebecea said so.” 


i) . 
Certainly no one cold acctige thé girl of show- 
fog any welcoming pleaenre im elther voice or 
manner ad his advent before be was duly expected 


“And my’ sfeter was ettly right in what 
she told you,” Stephen Daunt answered, in bie 
ascal , formal “way. “My intention 
was to arrive to-morrow evening, but I found st 
a late hour—too late to send my sieter Rebsccs 
notice-—that I could come one dey earlier than I 
anticipated, IT came by this evening’s diligence 
and then he extended his hand for the conves- 
tfonal handshake. te 
Olive gave hers limply Into bie keeping, There 
was & sirong’ feeling of restraint {0 the girl: 
mind for two reasone. Firstly, because of the 
unpleasant rernembrance of what Mise Dauot 
had imparted to her on the subject of attachment 
generally, and, secondly, because the glamonr and 
sweetness of hight red ocd till Ungered in 
ber soul, and not be shaken off ai ® 
moment's notice, 

To see Stephen Daunt lke this‘had given her 


to arrive, 
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» kind of amall shock, brought her sudcevly 
down from heaven to earth. 

Waat comld this cold, hard man’s greeting be 
toher Who had only jast now felt her lover's 
erme around her, and his kisses on her lips in 
the soft, sweet summer night! 

“Then you must have been here for the laet 
pour?” ehe remarked, awkwardly, the next 
moment, a he shook the limp, unresponsive 
palm and allowed {bt ty eat girl’s 
side ; and she thought how she spend- 
log ‘hiss same glorious hour by the river. 

"Yes; quite an hour, fb is past nine o'clock, I 
waa beginning to wonder where you were, Are 
rou well, Olive? At least,” he went on, mea- 
surediy, “I need not ask you that, for you look 
well—remarkably well,” Stephen ended, more 
impressively, aod he turned hie black eyes, 
which were so like Mise Robecoa’s approvingly 


vw her. 

Oh, yee, I am quite well, thank you,” Olive 
cevurned, coldly, marking the approbative 
glance, and giving @ small shiver of dislike to 
herself as she saw It, “Of course you. have 
seen Misa Rebecea?” ghé added, more for tha 
sake.of saying something than from any desire 
to know whether he had or not. 

“Yes, Ebave seen my sister, and explained 
the reason of my earlier appearance, She is 
indoors; we had better join her,” he sald, 
moving once more into the shadow, and so to 
the doorway through which he passed, Olive fol- 
porte bene piree ae —, if she was 

g bo get a ng for ig out wo late in 
panda defiance of existing command:. 

The two went into the low-roofed, oak- 
panuelled room, where Mies Daunt sat writing’ 
atthe table [laminated by two wax candles. 
She looked up as they entered. 

“So you have found the trusnt, Stephen?” 
she renee quite aaa ‘on bet soy 
appearance of anger whatever ; r, 
she said It almost amiably, - 

Ib wae evident that there was to be no wig- 
ging to-night for this mledémeanour ; ib was to 
be overlooked for some cause or another, and 
Olive felt more relieved. : 

* Yes, sister, the truant ie.found, as you ssy, 
but I did not have $o look very far, or long for 
her, She was very eurprised to see me—were 
you not, Olive?” turning to her, 

* Yes, I was very surprised,” assented the girl, 
seating herself In an old cnshfoned chair ina 
corner of the room near the window, through 
which she could gee the cheatnuts and the creek, 
and the moonbeams flattering on the leaves, 

“And very pleased too, I am sure,” put in 
Miss Rebecca, with emphasis, shutting up her 
writing-case, and mee it away Io a-carved oak 
bureac, standing againet the wall, whose contents 
Olive had never been pertalited to gaze upon, 
thongh she knew {6 was fall of papers; while 
Stephen Daunt tock another chair opposite the 
girl, and near the window, too, which was wide, 

the room, with 


Olive vouchsafed nelther a yea nor a nay to 
Miss Reb&con’s very sfsterly remark ; che pasced 
it over in silence as if unheard, but, I fear, hada 
truthfal answer been demanded 
= then, she would have returned an emphatic 


Bat nelther the bt nor slater sitting to 
that low, dim room guessed the turoult of 
ate love and bliss which the 


of her there j. 


pulses rage and throb in an ecstasy of love, 
despair, hope or fear. 

We are but comedians ab least, I do think ; 
and the world f; but our atage, whereon we, 
one and al), play our parte, well or {ll as the caze 
may be, , 

When Mies Rebecca had locked away her case 
in the burean, she rang a little bell, 

“It is time for Nannette to bring in the 
supper, You must be hungry, Stephen, I am 
sure, Now that Olive fs in weneed not walt any 
longer. My brother has been good enough to 
express his wish to walt for you, Oltve; I hope 
you will express your gratitude to him,” she 
ended, glancing over at the girl. 

** Oh} thanks very much,” said Olive, hastily, 


with a little start, waking from a reverie about 


a, 
Bhe had no definite idea for the moment 
exactly what was demanded of her. Miss 
Daunt’s voice seemed to come throngh a dream, 
but she gresped the latter part of the sentence 
about expressing gratiimde, and promptly 
answered to the best of her ability. 

“Tt would have been very ungallant on my 


part to aii down to supper without my ward's 


presence, would it not $"’ inquired Stephen, with 
stilted formality, desfrous of showing the girl 
that he had considered @ good deal about her, 
and imagining he was saying the very best thirg 
to denote his conelderation by thus walting for 
her, fn the very best manner. 

“Oh, yes! oh, no! It would not atall have 
mattered,” murmured Olive, foggily, In return, 
wishfal that they would leave her in peace, and 
not worry her with questions which had no sort 
of interest while her mind was dwelling on her 
iover, 

“I cannot sgree with you,” Stephen put in 
with his harst voice, Into which he strove to 
infuse a certain softness, ‘‘My idea fs, that 
of cannot be too courteous to one’s woman- 


* Bat I am nob a woman,” returned Olive, 
with a Hitle, short langh, “at least, not yet— 
net until I am twenty-one, isn’t 2 At 
present I am only a gir), Why, Mr. Stephen, 
you have always called mea chiid until now!” 
she ended, half vexedly, at this evdden deve- 
lopment of a desire to place her on a higher 
pedestal than she had hitherto been allowed to 
occupy. 

“ Oae canvot always remain a child, you know, 
Olive,” sald Miss Rebecca, as Nannette came in 
with the supper. 

* No, and it’s a good long time aince you were 
children, clther of you,” commented the gir), 
inwardly, ‘it, indeed, ou ever were, and I don’t 
believe you ever could have been,” but aloud 
Olive remarked, meekly enovgh,— 

“No, I suppose nob, Miss Rebecca.” 

** T am sure no one conld call you a child avy 
longer, whatever I may have done {n the past,’ 
Stephen went on, ‘“‘You have altered very 
much since I saw you last!” he ended, fixing 
his black eyes upon her. 

“Which Is jast a year ago!” rejoined the 
girl, airfly. 

** Altered very much,” he went on, Ignoring 
her remark, “and for the better.” 

“T aro glad of that,” she rejoined, hastily 
“I was never @ very good child, I daresay. I 
am glad you find me Improved, though you have 
doon found out my improvement,” she adds, with 
& smell amount of fine frony. 

‘In looks I mean,” Stephen explained, still 
gezing at her fixedly, ‘‘ not in character.” 

* Oh | in looks,” she repeated, shortly ; “* that 
Is quite another thing altogether. I thought you 
meant fowardly, not outwardly.” 

Then Nannette said supper was served, and 
each rose from their different seats, and took 
one at the table. 

It was rather a stiff Mitle meal, wanting 
in ity, but then neither of the Daunts 
brot or sister, were ever known to be genial. 
The word had no meantog for them, As for 
Olive she was still in the clouds, and the only 
thing she could think of was a word of four 
letters—Alan ! 





When the small repash was ab length over, 
Miss Rebecca rang for Nannette, whe soon 


cleared away the remains of the feast, euch as 
io was, The old woman glanced over at the 
girl once or twice during the time she was 
ia the room, and Olive looked back at her; a 
kind of mute speech which each of the tw: 
understood, 

Nannette’s look sald, ‘I was afraid for you ; 
you were out when he came,” 

And Oijfve’s look sald, ‘' It’s all right, I escaped 
& scolding.” 

When Navnette had left the room Mies Rebecca 
unlocked the bureau once wore, and took out her 
leather writing-case, 

“Olive,” she began, senting herself ab the 
table, “I am going to ask you to retire to bed 
early to-night, I have some important private 
business to discuss with my brother.” 

“Ob, yea! certainly ; I shall be very glad to 
go to bed early,” responded Olive, with immense 
alacrity. It was, in fact, the very thing of al! 
Lothers she was longing todo, Nothing could be 
more propitions than Miss Daunt’s remark. 

** This is the only room I can uve; otherwise I 
should not ask you to do ao,” 

“IT don’s mind at all, Miles Rebecca |” answered 
the girl, quite eagerly. “I had better go now. 
had I not? It’s gettiog late already.” 

** Ag you please. Now, or in a few minutes 
time,” said Mies Daunt, arranging sore pspere. 

“There fe no time like the present,’ Olive 
returned, rising from her chalc. ‘I may as well 
go new,’ 

And saying good-night to each ehe lefo the 
room and literally ran up the old, broad staircase 
to her own room, delighted above measure to 
eseape from the thraidom of thelr ocmpany, 
which, in her present frame of mind, was most 
irksome and tedious to her. 

She flung herself on her knees by the open 
latticed dormer window, and leaned her preity 
head sgainet the framework fin company with the 
climbing roses clustering about outelde ; while 
Zouave slunk up to her from Navnotte’s region 
below. He had heard his Hitle mistress ron 
upstairs, and had ab once followed her thither, 

Tt was 4 stravge circumstance that the dog 
disliked Stephen Daunt, had always dialiked him, 
and could never be got to show any friendly 
feeling towards him; so that whenever Stephen 
came to Moulinot Zouave always kept away from 
where he was as muchas posefble, and remained 
seemingly eullenly distant and antagoniobic. 

"“T’vo been sent to bed, my dog,”’ eald Olive, 
hodding at him, and smdSthing the soft ears with 
one hand, “ nod because I have been naughty 
this time, bat because those two are gotng to talk 
over their secrets together. But I have nob an 
atom of curiosity on the subject. I don’t care 
to know anything about ib, or them, or myself, or 
anybody now, Zouave, I have got Alan; that fs 
all I want in the whole of this wide world, He Is 
the darling of my heart, and I'adore him! Oh! 
my dog, I am so happy, so fearfully happy, that 
I dread to imsgine i¢ may not last. Don’t be 
jealons of Alan, Zouave, pleavs; after Alan I 
love you next best,”and she kissed his rough head 
fervently, 

“Zouave,” ebe added, quickly, the nexb 
moment, ‘a great bat has juet flown over the 
mifll-pool in the moonlight. Is tt a good or a bad 
omen, I wonder{ Not bad, I hope, I pray, I 
beseech ! Oh, my own dear, dear love Alan ; how 
can I live tarouga the days until Lace you again, 
aod how could | live my life through now withont 
you! No, no, nos that! Don’t leb me even 
think or dream of ft; my dog! I am so very 
happy In my love—.so very very happy!” 


wwe ae 


CHAPTER XY. 

"Oh, treacherous night! Thon lend'st thy ready 
vell to every treason, And teeming mischiefs thrive 
beneath thy shade |” 

Tux brobher and sleter sat allently fora full 
two miontes or more after Olive had closed the 
heavy door behind her, and ran lightly ap the 
broad oaken staircase, 

It may have been that they were waiting to 
make sure that she would not return on sume 





trivial errand, perhaps, and so disturb their 
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privacy of discussion; but they need mot have 
feared, for O.ive was only too p'eased to get 
away so éasily, and nothing would have brought 
her beck on any consideration whatever. 

Then Miss Daunt rose from ber chalr, wenb to 
the door, opened ft, and went outelde into the 
dark corridor, which led to the other portion of 
the water-mill, shut away from her domain by 
another heavy osken door. She Lstened 
rooment, and then returned into the room. 

“We shall not be disturbed now, Stephen,” 
she sald, “ Nannette and her nosband have gone 
to bed, There fs no lkelfhood of their coming 
to pry—not that I have ever found them ob- 
truslvely carfous, I muet say. Scill, it ts as well 
to make sure of uuinterraption. Now, what 
have you to tell me!” 

The man rose to his feet, and paced the Jong, 
Seen ae then he pansed near his alster’s 


“T have a great deal to tell you, Rebeces,” he 
answered, slowly. 

* Good or Ill?” she inquired, briefly. 

"Nod Food, certainly,’ he emphasised, lean- 
ing one hsnd on the back of Mi:s Daunt’s 
chair, 

“In what way nob good, Stephen?” the 
woman inguired u, looking round at hin. 

r Well, events thicken, There must be an end 
to it,” 

“Ah! I thought ff would soon be time for 
that,” she returned, grimly. 

‘Yes! we must hasten matters a little, 
Resbecea. The horizon fs not clear, There Isa 
cloud ahead of us, bigger than a man’s hand 
already, for {t ls a worman’s whole body that may 
darken car eky,” he said, with a frown. 

“What do you mean by a woman’s whole 
body!” asked Miss Daunt, gaickly. 

“I mean that she haz escaped,” the man 
ern atill knitting bis heavy brows to- 
gether, ' 

' Escaped |” echoed Miss Rebsecs, imitating 
her brother’s dark frown on her own forehead, 
which was so like his that no one could mistake 
thelr kindredship when they looked on one face 
and then on the other, 

“ You; it's an {infernal trouble, bat It’s a fact, 
nevertheless,” he rejoined, pacing the room 


again. 

“ How could she have escaped?” Miss Daunt 
went on, following him with her eyes, which 
looked harder and more steely, with the candle 
glare shining In thew, than usual, “I thought 
she was so secure where ehe was that sacha 
thing as her escaping would have been qulte im- 
poasible.”’ 

“*T thought so, too; you ses wo were both 
wrong in omr conjectures, Rsbecca,’ he re- 
marked, with aa effort In the direction cf light 
satire, 

“So lt seems, At the same time it appears to 
me that there mnst have been a most blameable 
laziness in the establishment to allow of such a 
thing as an escape at all possible, Why, 
one of the chief reasons for your placing her with 
Dr, Brouste was the knowledge of the immense 
sapervision which he exercised over his patients,” 
argued his elster again. 

“IT know 16 was; batshe was always a cun- 
ning wretch at her best,” he returned, grimly, 
frowning ones more, “1 suppose she set her wits 
to work, and managed to hoodwink them all 
somehow or other. 

“Very Hkely, She was cunning, as you say. 
When did you hear she had escaped }” - 

“ Oaly yesterday at noon. I recelved a tele- 
gram from Dr, Brouste, informing me of the fact, 
Here it is, read what he eaye.”’ 

Stephen Daunt took a yellow envelope from his 
breast: pocket, and threw ip down on the table In 
front of Miss Rebecca, 

She took {6 up, opened and spread it out before 
her, 1b was only a few lines of briefest import, 
written in French, and put it in ss ambiguoas a 
manner 8 possible, that it might tell no tales to 
a casual observer, 

It ran thus :— 


“Madame has gone, Want do yon advise! 
Answer by return,” 


Miss Dannt read the few words, folded the 





telegram, placed fb again fn {ts envelope, and 
gave it back to him, Stephen tok it from her, 
aud returned {5 to his Inner breast pocket. 

“ Of course, directly I received thie extremely 
pleasant news, I started off at once by the night 
matl to see Dr. Brouste on the matter. I had a 
long consultation with him at his Maison de 
Santé this morning, after which I came on here, 
which Is the reason of my appearance a day sooner 
than wak anticipated.” 

“ What did Mr. Brouste say when you caw him, 
Stephen 1” {fnguired Miss Rebecca, the next 
moment, Y 

“* He simply sald he regretted the circumetance 
immensely, but thst he really could not lay any 
blame whatever either upon himself or hiz 
assistants, for Madame had been more than or- 
dinarfly acute, and had managed with marvellous 
dexterity, quite unforeseen in his experience, to 
elude them all, and get beyond the walls of the 
establishment, ‘which, as you can see for your- 
self, monsfeur, are high and strong and im- 

‘ble,’ to quote his own words on the eub- 


'* How could she have gob ont, I wonder?” 
awn the slater, with vielble disturbment of 
mind. 

" That is what Dr, Brouste cannot comprehend. 
He declares that he bas always exercised the 
greatest vigilance over her Iu accordance with my 
desire, and for which be received extra psyment 
each yesr,” answered the man, with an attemp>d 
at a grim emile, in remembering the doctor's 
keenness at the time of the bargaining. 

‘*T wonder she could get away unnoticed, I 
am sure Lichy fs such a bleak, dr and un- 
interesting place that the slightest would 
attract remark.” 

“T tell you she is s cunning fiend,” Stephen 
eaid, impatiently. “It is no wondering how 
she got away, or why no one to see her. 
“0 has got away, clean away, and no one saw 

er ” 


“Ig there no trace whatever of her? 


about the premises immediately he discovered 
her escape,” 

‘*He says he has had within a radius of ten 
tailes round Lichy scoured to find her, with no 
result ; and he also says that what more Is to be 
done must be undertaken by myself.” 

"Something must be done, 
very clear,” Miss Daunt ; “ib would never 
do to allow her to remain at large. You don't 
know what mischief she ae 
present frame of mind, insane though ” 

© Yes, she must be found, to prevent mis- 
chief,” he reflected, darkly; ‘‘ when I do find 
her she ehall be consigned to a stronghold where 
there will be no chance of her escaping.” 

‘Will you not place her with Dr. Brouste 

in, then #” queried Miss Rebecca. 

"No, not with Dr, Brouste any more, In 
fact, the doctor told me candidly that if she was 
found he was not at all sure that he could receive 
her back into bls establishment.” 

“Bat why, S:ephen? What reason did he 
give you for such a decision * ’ 

© A very excellent rese..., 80 lar as the ty 
of it goes. He put the case to me in a completely 
new light,” 

“To what way }” 

'' He said that he considered {tb due to me to 
hear that Madame’s insanity was passing away 
from her,” 

** Stephen !” put in Miss Daunt, quickly, fn « 
volca almost of alarm. 

"© Yes, Rebecca, he sald that. If you remember, 
he told me at the first that {n bis on {t was 
by no oy chitieg case, ay we ya 
thought he was imparting » most joyfal 
me then, Whether he has altered his conclusion 
op that head in his own mind since then does nob 
concern me in the very least, It is a matter of 
perfect tadifference to me,” 

“Do you really mean to say that Dr, Brouste 
thonght she was becoming sane again!” asked 
Mise Dannt, incredulously. } 

*' He most certainly said so, ab any rate,” with 
sardonic inflexton of voice, 

" Bat how did he put it to you, Stephen #” 

Well, be sald that for some time past he had 
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KILLS BLACKBEETLES & FLEAS 
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Evun after tea was introduced into Europe 
and had come into general use teacups were 
ecarce, At the same time coffee was introduced, 
but apart from Constantinople the first cofiee- 
cups fn — date back only as far as 1645 fo 
Ventoe, 1659 In Parle, 1652 in London and 1604 
in Lelpsic. From the firet, however, the con- 
ventional Oriental coffee-cup,. without stem or 
handle, was Iittle used, and in Germany not 4b 
all. The Chinese teacup was need for tes, coffes 
and chocolate as well, Specimens of 
were undoubtedly Introduced into Europe In the 
Middle Ages, yet not till the sixteenth century 
were cops imported from Obina In any gresc 
quantities, and even then {t was as eB 0 
vertu, Most of these found their way back to 
China again, as collecting porcelain Is o lasting 
fad there, and high pricea are pald for good speci- 
mens. The collection of Chinese poicelaio, if 
only the genuine specimens are desired, requires 
immense study and knowledge, as the Chinese 
are skilful {imitators and pat numerous falsifice- 
tions ou the market. 
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begun to notice a gradual alteration fo her man- 
per and of face, Experience told him 
that this marked some change in the disease, and 
probably reason was beginning to assert her sway 
over the mind. The doctor put {t very touchingly, 
[assure you. Per he me to shed 

ft. I fear I dis- 


rapturous tears on 
appointed him if that was the case.” 

1 aad Se'wes quite aleposed to diiete 

“No; he wasq at 1] 
length on the eubject, which no doubt to him 
woo 8 most interesting one. He further informed 
me‘that during the last month his {dea grew Into a 
solid conviction, that Madame’s restoration to 


conclude he considers her escape from his ‘ 
a ee of 
hig theory » Poor 
wretch ! the’ sas insane anal: ees 


wend In.” 
“Yes,” reflected Miss Daunt in answer; " ft is 
troe she was mad then, but sane enough to know 
toa madhouse 


revenge. We have everything to dread from her 
by her loose on society iike that, It is a 
higsrdous t Stephen, moet hazardous for 


as. 
“I know ft fs, and she must be found. as soon 
as pouslble.” 
“ Where will she go, do you think }” ! 


““'To England !” he answered, slowly. “She | 
ull Lak Galata better 40 Be d to} 
look for me, but she will not find me w she 
thinks, because I shall be ° 


T have not thought of ‘then’ yet ; that festill 
the meantime I shall remain bere— 
at any rate, If not ion Events 

on, Rebecca, 6 is no 
to be lost now,” he added, with 


ae you are right, events musi be 

a v 
"Everything must be settled to make all secure, 

otherwise we shall have worked In vain, Have 


co" » we hl to the idea,” 


the occasion, If then we must try 
means,” 
"She has a will, Stephen,” pub in the 
gaunt woman, Ws 


“So have we strong wills, Rebecca ; stron 
than hers. She will have to submis, “Bat I 
do not contemplate such opposition, She has 
Po ae one here to stir the youthfal Imagina- 


"No, you will not have any silly fancies about 


love to 
“T have apt ber 


oF 
i 
| 
F 
E 


In avy such fashion seemed to her rigid, atony | 





m “oh yen a ane have every op- 
porta: satlafying your liking,” she rejoined, 
atill faintly tronic. 

‘ That her brother Stephen should be touched | 


mind the yo 
Meve io of him, 
eerlously enough. 
® pretty fave ! 

"Yea, I shall have every opportanity, as you 
say,” he repeated quictly after ber. 

* To fs to be hoped that she may reciprocate the | 
wang’ When os Mommas 0h the slege— 
uppove 1” speaking more serlously, 

*I will begin to-morrow,” he answered, going 


of folly. She could hardly he- 
ae pe he seemed to speak 
ail because the girl had 





chestnuts were veiled in black shadows ; but the 
was calm and unrofiled, full of 


For the moment, as he out upon nature 
so beautifully before him, this man, so 
evil thoughts and plans, felt a shade of 
regret ateal over him, It was but momentary, !i 
bat for that moment it made him feel a 
little breath of remorse, keen and sorrowful ; 
then it fled away, and left bud the old callous, 
vil heart, 
“If you do not require me any longer to- 
ht, Stephen, I will go to bed,” sald Mics 
‘s voice, coldly, breaking in upon his 


** No, Rebeces, I have nothing mors to tell you. 
Good-pight,”’ he answered, turning away from 
the window as she blew out the wax candles on 
the table after ligh two small brass candle- 


*' And to-morrow you propose beginning t” she 
sald once mors, 

“ Yes, Rebecca, to-morrow I shali begin, ’ 

Then he walked slowly up to his room, and she 
to hers; aud soon the old mill fell asleep, too, 
in the summer night, to wake with the dawn of 


ry 








another day, 
(Zo be continued.) 
FACETLA. 

Tax downward path—The one with a piece of 
orange-pee! on it, 

Dick: “I hate to be in debt.” Harry: 
“ Don’t like to pay interest, eh?” Dick: ‘No; 
it’s the principal of the thing that bothers me.” 


Domty: “My cheeks are all on fire.” Her 
Best Felend: “I thought I smelt barning 
paint |” 

Mz. Cumso: “Oawker, does your wife ever 
lose her temper?” Mr, Cawker: ‘' Not per- 
maneutly |” 

Hz: "‘ Miss Passe is a bargain.” She: “ How 
fs that?” He: “Thirty-eight marked down to 
twenty-four.” 

Frienp ; ‘ Do you know how tc ride yet?” 

: “Yes, I know how; but I can’t do it 
just yed,” 

*T tree to hear a servant girl sing at her 


work, It shows a good tion.” “ Not 
always. I think our girl slogs because she has 
& gradge against us,’ 


"You look as sour asa pickle, Why don’t 
you look pleasant when 
‘* What, and have every stopping me for a 
match or asking where some place fs }”’ 

“Wa make our own Ice-cream,” sald the 
restaurant proprietor. ‘CO mently we know 
jast what it contains.” ‘‘You do,” replied the 
patron, “butIdon’s,” . 


Younc Morngr : “I can’s imagine what makes 
the baby cry.so.” Young Father: “I'll bet he 
ae ee 


Sxe: “Do you remember how you used to 
put your arm around my waist, when we were 
» ten years ago? You never do so now.” 

He: “ No, my arm has not grown any longer,” 


antled away, and the great | “ime to spare this morning |” 


ou're out of doors?” | 


First Youna Arroryer: “You seem to be 
very much attached te Miss Goodeatch.” Second 
Youvg Attorney: ** Well, che owns three hun- 
dred acres of land, That’s eufficlent ground for 
an attachment, /sn’t it?” 

Miss Sirrerch: “I think I shall go fm for 
landscape painting. Is ft difficult to learn?" 
De Anbery: * No, it’s comparatively easy, Aik 
ons haa to do fs to seleet the right colours and 
put them on the right places.” 

‘*My good woman,” sald the clergyman to 
the sorely tried woraan, “did you ever try 
heaping coals of fire on your husband’s head?’’ 


i" No, your riverence, bub Of've, thrown a lighted 
to the big broad window, and looking out into | ‘#%P at him once or twice, 


Have you any 
Tradesman : 
Certainly ; plenty of ft.” Customer ; *' Glad to 
hear it. I'd ike to have thirty days more on 
that little bill L owe you.” 

Tue Svrron: | Jobnoy, here is a alxpence for 
you. Now tell me what your alster thinks of 
me.” Johnny: “I belleve abe thinks you're a 
champ.” The Suitor: ‘Are you sure of that?” 
Johnny: " Weill, that’s the best I can do for 
sixpence,” 

Mas, Warzter: “ I’ve beeh visiting the poor. 
I never conld believe there could be such desti- 
tation fn this rich cfty,” Mrs. Walker: ‘ In- 
deed?’ Mra, Waesler: ‘Why, I found one 
family of ten that had only one bicycle, and that 
was » 96 model |” 

Tar Orv Onn: “ My boy, now that you are 
starting out, remember there are two kinds of 
women in the world to avold—the married and 
The Young One: “ Howabous 
The Old One ; “ Don’? 


“Customer: ' How'd do? 


the anmarried.” 
the widows, governor !” 
try ; {t would be useless,” 

Lone ago be had taken the resolution always 
to be perfectly honest with his children, ‘' My 
sop,” he accordingly observed. “I am beating 
you with thfs trank-strap, not for your own 
good, buat becouse I have lost my temper. No, 
¢ does not by avy ineans hurt me more than ft 
does you.” 

"Iameo troubled about my husband,” aaid 
Mra, Badman, seoking sympathy from the pastor’s 
wife, “ He goes from to worse. He is an 
infidel and an atheist, and now he says he Is an 
agnostic, and doesn’t know anything, and doesn’t 
believe anything. and doesn’t think anything,” 
"My dear sizter,” replied the pastor’s wile, “ you 
don’t know what trouble ls. My husband thinks 
he knows how to cook,” 

Orrizen (breathlessly): “Is Snapshot guilty 1” 
Court Officer: ‘I don’t know.” ‘Jory still 
out?” “No, Jury’s In.” “ Disagree t” 
“They osgreed,” “Eh? Gave & verdicc}” 
“Yes.” Well, what was the verdico?” 
"Guilty.” ‘Why in creation didn’t you say so 
in the first place }” “Say what?” “* Guilty.” 
‘* You didn’t ask me what the jury thought abouts 
tt, You asked me if the man was guilty--a 
different thing altogether.” 

Souz few months ago a gentleman and his wife 
gent ont invitations for a dance, ab which all the 
guests were ex to appear {n the characters 
of Sir Walter Scott’s heroes and heroines. When 
the day arrived, and the guests had assembled fa 
full force, the host observed that one of the gen- 
tlemen had appeared In ordinary evening-dress. 
“My dear Mr, Robinson,” he sald, “are you 
aware that all the other guests are dressed after 
the fashion of Sir Waiter Scott’s characters |” 
* Quite so, my dear host, so am I,” replied the 
gentleman with imperturbable gravity ; “I am 
his ‘ gentle reader’ 1” 

Ir was the old farmer’s first vislb to London. 
He was keen about the war, but wax getting 
tired of being put off with atale news in the shape 
of old editions, Approaching a number of news- 
boys, he asked for the latest “ latest.” “ Yas, 
alr,” was the first reply. ‘‘Twenty-five Boers 
killed.” ‘ Mine’e a later ’un that, alr,” chipped 
In @ second youngster, ‘‘ Thirty-five killed.” 
Bat the third boy was smartest, ‘‘ They’re all a- 
having you, sir, Feel a mine, sir, Hot from 
the battlefield, Seventy-five Boers killed, and 
bloodstains on the newspaper inte the bargain |’ 





He effected a sale. 
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SOCIETY. 


Tee Grand Dake Ssrgius and the Grand 
Duchess Eifzabeth are coming to Engiand early 
in July, on a belef visit to the Queen ab Windsor 
Caatle, 

Tue Tear of Rausia’s suite conalsts of one 
hondred and seventy-three persons, of whom 
seventy-three are general and eevonty-aix extra 
aldes-de-camp. ‘T'o the sulte belong fifteen 
members of the Imperial familly, seventeen 
princes of nob Imperial birth, seventeen counts, 
nine barons, and 111 other noblemen, 

Tue Grand Duke George and his bride may 
very likely come tc London towards the end of 
this month on a brief visit to the Prince and 
Princees of Wales at Marlborough House, and they 
are to pay some family visite in Germany aud 
Denmark before goiog to Russia, The Grand 
Duchess Marie, who was in England for several 
weeke about two years ago, is a great favourite 
with relatives in this country. 

Great pleasure has been given to the Koyal 
Fanatly of Beigiam by the decision of the King 
to formally eanction the marriage of Count 
Lonyay with his daughter, who sluce her second 
casrriage has been estranged from her father. 
The King has gone to Paris, where a meeting 
betweeo hia Majesty and Comut and Countess 
Lonyay bas been arranged. This will take place 
before the vislb of hie Majesty to England. The 
King is expected in London, where he will be the 
guest of the Prince of Wales at Marlborough 
Hours, 

So many conjectures had been made aboud the 
usme of the baby son of the Duke and Dacheas 
of York thas it really came as a surprise to fiad 
that his parents had beatowed upon him one 
name which is absolutely new in our own Royal 
Family. Henry 1s, of course, a good old English 
Royal name, but we have had no Prince Henry 
in Eogland for many generations, and the tiny 
prince who will henceforth be so entitled bears 
therefore a very distinctive appellation. His 
godfather, the Kaleer, of course farnished him 
with bis names William Frederick, while Albert 
needs no explanation, Prince Henry is sure to 
be very dear to Princess Beatrice, who, strangely 
enough, did not give her husband’s first name to 
elther of her three boys. 

iris not generally known that the Empress 
Prederick, the Qaeen’s eldest daughter, is the 
moet Nterary of all Her Mejesty’s children. In 
fact, when she firat went to Berlin as a young 
merried woman, she gave considerable offence by 
patronising and honouring with her friendship 
many distinguished uclentists and writers who 
owed their. position to their braing rather than 
to the accident of birth, The Empress shares 
hér mother’s love of early rising ; and, thanks 
to thle early acquired habit, she has looked over 
her correspondence and even answered most of 
her private letters before many women are up 
and ready to begin the day’s work. 

Lapy Atexanpra AND Lapy Maup Durr, who 
are eight and six respectively, are very attractive 
ebildren. They are both considered sfngularly 
like the Princess of Wales, whom {b still seeme 
ridiculous to think of asa gtandmobther. They 
have been brought ap, in accordance with their 
father's special wish, far more simply than ave 
any of thelr cousins on the Continent. As fs 
natural, the Ladies Daff are never so happy as 
when {fn their Highland home. The nurseries at 
Mar Lodge hava the advantage of commanding 
remarkably fine views, for they really form part 
of the beautifal euite of apartments oceupled by 
the Duke and Dachess of Fife, 

Apriston Haut, the anug Mbtle house which is 
the home of the Princess Moud of Wales when 
she leaves Denmark on & vielt to Kogland, ia only 
ten minutes’ walk from the gates of Sandringham 
Park. It etande in a small fower gacden at the 
top of a meadow, which rises from the road, and 
is vielble to passers, The view from the top 
windows fs extensive, and on the slde towards 
King’s Lyon of special beauty, Prince Charles 
of Denmark shares his wife’s loye of animals, 
and they may often be seen going the round of 
the stables of the Prince of Wales's redoubtable 
Shire horses, which are behind Appleton Hall, 





STATISTICS. 


Tue Briiish Army rifie has 82 component 
parts, in the production of which 952 machines 
are employed, as well as various processes 
which do not require machinery. 

Tue seven provinces of Canada have a total 
area of 1,078 000 square miles, and the nine 
territorles 2.331.000 square miles, while the 
great lakes of the St. Lawrence system have 
an area of 47,000 square miles, 

Ix the English language there are over 
260,000 words, Next comes German, with 
80,000 words; Itwllan has 75,000; French, 
30000; the Turkish language, 22.000; while 
the Spanish tongue only boasts of 20000 
word, 





GEMS. 


Morwrarns of difficulty always appear steeper 
at a distance. 

Tue caravan of life stumbles without eom- 
punction over the bleaching bones of former 
pilgrims, 

Taz man who tries and sueceeds in one 
degree is no less of a hero than than the man 
who fafls and yeb goes on trying. 

Tues difficulties In the path of duty dis- 
appear when we go forward as though they 
were not there, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Breap Puppina —Cat up two or three French 
rolls in elfces, and soak them in a plot of cream or 
good milk ; beat up the yolks of ulx eggs with 
them, and add sugar, orange-flower water, three 
pounded macaroons, and 4 glass of white wine ; 
tle tup In a basin or battered cloth, let the 
water boll when you put In the pudding, and 
boil It for half an hour, Serve with wine sauce, 

CrumBap Porators.—Take some large new 
potatoes, waeh, scrape, and boll them gently till 
tender in boilfog salted water with a sprig of 
fresh mint, Lifh out, dry lightly, and split in 
halves lengthways. Season with salt and pepper. 
Lay on s hot dish or tin, pour over them alittle 
warmed butter, lift them out with a skewer, and 


cover with browned crambs, Lay on a hot | 


buttered tin, and bake about ten minutes In a 
hot oven. 

Bonxp CustarD,—Take one pint of milk and 
four egg, & Uirtle castor sugar, and any flavouring 


you like, Put the milk, sugar, and flavouring | 


into @ pan, and bring It to the boli. Whisk the 
eggs well, and when the milk has.cooled slightly, 
stir themin. Then strain the mixture into a 
jug or jar, and place it in a pan of boiling water 
on the fire, Kew 8 the custard one way 
bill ft thickens ; but be careful it ‘does not boil, 
or it will curdle, ‘Three eggs may be used, but, 
of course, the custard will nod be so good, 
Tomato Frrrrers —Ingrediente-: Six tomatoes, 
frying batter, frylog fat, seasoning of pepper and 
salt, parsley. Method : Throw the tomatoes Into 
boiling water for a few seconds. The skin can 
then be removed easily. Oat them fn half, or, if 
large, in thick slices. Dust with per and 
aalt. Dip in batter made according to the above 
recipe, and fry in a eaucepan of hot fat about efx 
minutes. Pile high on a dish, and garnish with 
fried parsley. For the parsley, wash it well first 
in hot water, then In cold; dry ft In a cloth, 
Make the fat very hot; it must smoke, ' Dip the 
parsley in 16, and take out at ones, It will then 
be green and crisp, If left in the feb the colour 
will be spofled.. Some people sprinkle grated 
Parmesan cheese over tomato fritters; ft is a 
matter of taste, Snfficients for five persons, 
Slices of cooked salsify, or vegetable marrow, 
make very good fritters treated In the above 
manner, , : 





MISCELLANEODS. 


Mvusrrooms are sald to contain more vanrigh. 
ment than any other vegetable substance. 

Pustic stovy-tellera still earn a good livelfhood 
in Japon. In Tokio 600 of them ply thelr trade, 

Tar Saltan possesses no. crown, coronation 
beivg unknown in Tarkey,. 

Inrscrious diseases are unknown in Green. 
land, on acconnt of the dry, cold atmosphers, 

Turret fs an area of 15,000 square miles of 
forest land in Caba that has never been explored, 

Tue oldest pleco of dated glaes known fa ap 
Egyp%lan amnlet in the British Museum, which 
was made in 3064 BC, 

Tene are no living descendants of Shake. 
speare, Cowper, Dryden, Swift, Chaucer, Pope, 
Shelley, or Byron. 
ndeChinese languages are sald t» 
be the only two among all those known that 
claes inanimate objects as of the nenter,gender, 

Cersus-Taxing in Japan fs slmple, bus the 
results are utterly untrustworthy. The houses 
are counted, and an average of five persons lz 
allowed for each house. 

Toe Papuang of the Malay const of Now 
Guinea are still in the mosb primitive state. 
They are wholly unacquainted with metals, and 
make thelr weapons of stones, bones, and wood, 

Tux sunflower is cultivated {n many European 
countrier. Ia Rasafa the seeds are hed and 
eater. The off i¢ used for Mluminating, and 
often for culinary purposes, 

Ix St, Petersburg late hours are the rule. ‘ine 
principal streets are generally crowded at one 
o'clock {n the morning. Many of the thoatres 
do nob open before midnight, 

Cuinese [mmigration to Australia has almost 
entirely ceased, Masters of vessels are for- 
bidden, under a heavy penalty, to bring mor 
than one Chinese to every 300 tons, 

ARTIFICIAL sponges are made in Germany from 
& mixture of cellulose with sluc chloride 
and sodfum They will absorb water {n 
the same way as the article, and when 
allowed to dry, they become jast as firm in aub- 
stance, 

Appis Ancpa, King Menelik’s capital, te a vast 
camp of circular hute with thatched roofs, scat 
tered without The tage an a oe shens ~~ 
molles square. The 's palace like 
a Sein chAlet, roofed..with red tiles from 
Farope. 

Many persons usa the phrace. “im a trice” 
who have no of lw meaning, ‘A trice 
ix the sixtieth part of a second of time, The 


| hour Is divided foto sizty minutes, the minute 


into sixty seconds, and the seconds into sixty 
trices, or thirds, 

TH only: where “black diamonds” are 
found fg in the Brezilian province of ' Bahia. 
They sre usually found in river beds, oud are 
brought up by divers, Others are obtatned by 
tunnelling mountains. “The largest epeciiaen 
ever fonnd was worth £4,000, ‘ 

GREEN garnets are more valuable than dis- 
monds because they are so exceédingly rere. 
They are of an unsurpassed rich shade far be- 


Oa the other hand, red garnets are so common 
that they cost next to nothing. one 

Ix one of the Canary Islands thers ts & tree of 
the laurél family that occasionally talos down In 
the early evening quite a ous shower cf 
water-drop4 from ite tufted_fo The water 
comés out through innamérable Mttle pores 
situated at the edge of the leaves. 

Tus whistle of 6 locomotive is heard 5,300 
yards through the alr, the nolee of the railway: 
train 2 800, the report of a rifle and the bask of 
aw dog 1.800 yards, an orchestra or the rol! of 4 
dram 1.600 yards, the human voice reaches to & 
distance of. 1,000 yards, the crosking of frogs 
900 yards, the chirping .of crickets 500 yards. 

Distinct speaking is heard fp the alr above to & 
| distance of 690 ; from above ft has a range 
downwards, : 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


E K—The Queen was born on May 24%, 1819. 
0. R.—lt 4a well-xrnown food: Apply toany leading 
obandler. 
Pavi.--It te nenal to speak of the famous race as the 
“ Darb' iy. 
Oun Reaper,—Yes, you would have to pay for the 
gnmmons. 
‘Mr. P.—The person who called in the doctor is liable 
his fees. 
) Ansa 1.—Yes, but it would be courteous to ask for 
sion, 
Dovnrrat.=--Read both sides tmparthlly, and judge 
for yourself, 
Bearaice —Use o Uttle lemon-jatce on & soft cloth; 
apd polish after. 
E. ?.—Must have license to deal with second-hand 
forniture in a shop. 
Fro. eae se am he wrens ee SH A EP of fine 
glase-paper, then brush 
8. B.—What the Inland Revenue Department call 
‘*yweete ” are British wines. 
Possied One.—Ohildren law claim ‘nationality 
from father, no matter on A 
Faavx.—You can see a copy of a will at Somerset 
House by paying a scarch fee of one shilling. 
HL. B.—F6¥ the salo of fried fish to be eaten on the 
premises a refresbment-bouse license is required. 
Biurw.—Half-an-hour is oe veer d the boiling 
must be slow ; just keep it and 2g 
Purt.—Write to the father of the eer 
fog permission to pay your addresses to rl 
AvweyED.—Pay io ewe oh to 
i to the police. 
cpr it i in re, the gon ( 


inehereat 
seat > ea ya 


G Pe dat eed ee em ran to ines veces, 
but if you poly Se the amount is £2 o 
reoetpt .gtamped, 


Fiors.—If flatirons become rough ba 
Ble fin at om a at waftate end tub thems well. at 
Sell maontertbem, ond sticking. . 


’ Avnz —A small box of unslaked q 
the pantry will absorb all impurities and keep the air 
beantifnily and sweet, The lime must be changed 
every two or weeks. 

Bras.—The very best way to clean a stained knife {a 
© cota solid potato in two, dip one of the — in 
trickdust—eoch as aw used for is 
gud rub the blede with 

Brntain.—St; ne whoee name appeats egainst 


the 15th of Jane in the Roman calendar, was 4 Sicilian 
tr. Why his name has been connected with the 


Dit ot torpentans ae cnhed of Decmwes Sh Salt 5 
turpentine a oven, When 
ye rub oa he raed with o solt 
ly tf botched toe will for 


An Rie rubbed in _ — pe aan Say a 

ective agen’ raes orgaments ma: 

kept bright by salt and 
Hracuvtu. —If remove the marks 
ry ‘God. witte olden a ol and chi § 
5 botee eee a ot P 


fostering of trade and commerce. 
Ix Dovst.—Marriage with a deceased wife’s sister is 
vot legal in this " ot 
Who has contracted suck & marriage, intestate 


Harp Worker —Whoen brasses have been brightly 
polished they may ba brushed over with a little brasa 
lacquer oF shellat from any colou\men, and in that 

way preserved for some time, thas obviating much 
laborious work. 


Coxpr.— Your best chanos would certainly be to mest 

a private collector of such things, but you might 

try « dealer in second hand books or printe, and {f you 

think it worth while you could advertise in one of 
the local papera. 

©. R.—There are many cheap machines oversees 
which do their work for a time; but a pound or tw 
more spent on # good machine wiil more than repay the 
purchaser In the ond, We cannot recommend any 
special manufacture. 

Darermixep,—You will require to make a declaration 
béfore a magistrate — je: have a a objeo- 
tion to vaccination, and to state your reagone. If he 
considers your application satiatagtory, you will receive 
the necessary pape 

inieatineane: ravellings cut from new tablecloths 
before hemming are ay yh = what you want to mend thin 
— “ holes in a a ae. It a have not a 
sup these, use flow g cotton of a fineness to 
match the textare of the the cloth, 


Karra.—To obtain a commission in the arm, & young 
juan rad must yam cover os severe gunreinations, <, —. 
aes bo ay writ study undér a military r ts 

the total cost will not be less than £500; an 
emnogtidedily smart man could rise from the ranks. 

©, 1. V.--Well Inkle with powdered borax all 

they freq and force ia some of the powder 
to vl or crevices round the skirting and boards 
where they are supposed to hide away in tbe daytime ; 
do this with & liberal hand, and persevere, and you will 
at last get rid of them. 


Mappir.—Damp them with water, on while stil 
| wet © wall over with oxalic > pat iu the 
~~ some hours. Keep well Gaiaped t with the acid. 

this sponge well with clean water till all the acid 
has been removed, % saeg ie Be air; but not in the 
sunshine, ifthe sun 


A RAIN BONG. 
Don’t you as to — and listen, 


Listen to 
With ita ttle ates, Lares 
And its tiny clatter, clat‘er, 
And tts silvery spatter, splatter, 
On the roof and on the pane } 


Yes, I love to Ie and listen, 
Listen to the 


to rain, 
bs the feirtes—-Pert and Plucky, 
and Nimbje-toea and Lueky, 
Ba and Thimble-noge and Tucky- : 
the roof aud on the pane ! 


That's my dream the while I listen, 
t Listen to the rain. 
¢an see them races, 
I can watch thelr laughton faces 
At their gleeful games and graces, 
Qn the roof and on the pave ! 


Eiimy.—Take two ounces of washing sods, one of 
powdered yomioosine, and one of powdered chalk, 
er, and then pase bh a sieve. Take 

some of powder and make it into.a paste with cold 
water rub it well over the surface of the marble, and, 
hen all stains sre removed, wash «ff with soap and 


‘Stancins.—Beloretroning collars and cuffe, or other 
articles, rub your fron over with a bit of wax 

candle tied in a = See of clean muslin. Always, if 
Moines a ged ge ogre meg od ee Rg ar the 

as, no wm w clean they are 

kept, ite irons will work better alter being used a 


\ Tovoraxva—Koros ts about 600 miles long and 185 
Pi. nest fn the wor tainous, and the climate is one 

world. Nine months in the year the 
re bright, and the winter is superb, with its 
ren clear skies, and crisp, frosty wp oad 
September to June there are no extremes of heat 


if 


i 


orl 


_ 8 B— First Mow se a double thickness of blotting. 


‘oh an tronin Lay the material on thie, 
well oy yg Now put two more 
thicknesses of on top, and fron with a 


moderately hot fron. Remember that benmtne fa very 
inflammable, oe sere f = or light, and 
see that your flat is not at scorching he 
Crantiz.—To <i caste nae een A GR 
be nay renner of finely powdered chalk, earbonate of 
Sones powder; then add anflickent 
a ammoata to fort paste, # 
the marble and leave it for two or three 
Seunet ion sareh #8 +o imam soft soap and hot 
Sune aah ola ait oheeeel 


Trovus.EeD.—First steam the face by holding it over 
panta of hot water, then nen opvly a good lather f soap, and 
rub it well into the skin wo or three minutes ; then 

and follow with good vigorous friction with 
the soft rough towel. It hasten matters consider- 





abl, steam the face, you squeez® out the 
Piadichood the finger-naiir- “ 


I. O. U.—An 1 O-U fe not for an “indefinite time” 4 
it is certainly worthless forty years alter it is lesued, 
and probably would not be accepted am evidence of 
debt well within that perfod, if the party signing ib 
declared the debt had been paid, and the one boldire it 
could not vall witnesses willing to declare on oath they 
heard party udznit the account was sill unpaid. 


Cuarsere.--To make iron take a bright polich like 
steel, pulveriee and dissolve in. one quert of hot water 
one ounce of blue vitrlol, one ounce of borax, one cunca 
of prusstate of potesh, one cance cf charcoal, haifa pint 
of salt, ali of which is to be added to one gallon of 
Hnseed of], and thoroughly mixed. To apply, bring 
the fron or steel to the proper heat, and cool in the 
solntion. 

LioseL, —Remove the sweat by washing with a wealg 
solution of soda water or soap powder ; then freshen ups 
the polish again with equal parts of vinegar and linseed, 
oil, Apply with flannel, wipe cff sgain, and clean out 
eil marke with 4 swab of clean soft rag made fairly 
datip with methylated spirit. Apply this Nightly aé 
firat ; use a littl moro pressure a8 the spirit dries in. 


B. G.—The work ia often scrubbed successfully with 
@ nice soft brush and a good lather of soap made by fret} 
melting the soap ini hot water, and letting it cool, and 
whon cleansed rinsing off the zoap with plenty of cold 
water. Bot to do ft properly the piece should be 
atrotched ont and faztened on a sufficiently large clean) 
board and kept strained ti) it dries; the fringe may, 
be re-crimped, You might, however, try a mixture of 
finely powdered and sifted chalk and stele breadcrumbea 
fn equal quantities, and apply this by rubbing with a 
piece of clean soft flannel til) you remove all solled, 
appearance ; then dust off the mixture and go over & 
secind time with plain breadcrumbs tc remove any 
treee of the chalk powder. 


U. N.—With a sharp knife peel some green gioger 
ond throw it ina basin of cold water. Then prt it om 
with cold water and b:ilit (ill quite tender, changing 
the water three ticies, each time putting it on with 
cold water; then drain it and put it inajar. Boll four 
pounds of sugar and four breakfast-oups water for tex 
miaoutes, and pour itinte the earthen jar where you 
have the ginger. You must coel the syrup before you 
pour it am. Leave it for two days, Then pour the 
syrup off, boll it again for ten minutes, and pour it 
balling this time over the ginger. . Leave it three days, 
Repeat the boiling one or two times more. By that 
time the ginger is impregnated with the sugar. 


Exsiz.—Felt carpets do not clean nicely. Lay thent 
out Bat om the floor,aud give the surface # good 
scrubbing with soap and a emall etiff brush. In’ doing 
this no more water should be used than just sufticient 
to molaten the surface and te get the stains and dirt 
out. Work at a small équare at a time, and when it is 
done, get out the dirty soap and water with « wet 
sponge before preceediug to another portion. If there 
are grease marks on thé carpet, firet go over it with o 
sponge wetted with turpentine to dissolve them, and 
ues a little Mquid ammonia with the soap The scap 
used should either be white curd soap or soft soap, but 
on no account should geliow bar soap be used for such 
& purpose. 

Gextiz — Fill aglass fruit jar about hsif full of gas 
lines and place the sotléd ribbons in the jar, Screw the 
covor on tightly and leave {¢ closed for shout afx hours, 
shaking occastonally. Take out the ribbons and hang 
them to dry in the air until all odour bas been removed, 

al not to get the gasoline tear a stove or lamp, 
as it is explosive, To wash white ribbons prepare @ 
suds of soft water and white soap ; wash the ribbons in 
this, and allow them partially to dry. Take each ribbon 
while still damp end roll it emootbly over a card or 
ece of pusteboard, rolling # strip of muslin with it, 
rap the muslin around it last, so that the ribbon wil} 
be covered, and place the whole under a heavy weight 
Leave until dry. 


8S. BR. &—There are various ways of doing thir. 
Patting a little gum arabic into the starch la considered 
to give a nice giaze. Another way is with wax— toto a 
plut and a half of boiling water in a saucepan put ap 
ounce of wax ; melt over the fire. When it bas stood # 
few minutes to cool stir into {t half s pound of starch, 
previously mixed with alittle cold water; the whale 
to be boiled and stirred for half an hour. The wax 
starch thus prepared Is to be used ald. We believe, 
however, thet the glazing substamoe most used at 
the present day fa borax. Some borax is dissolved 
ip a aaucer, the linen Is sterched fn the usual 
Way, an iron is passed over it, a clean rog is dipped in 
the borax and rubbed over the face of the article, and 
the ironing then finished. 
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Tra Lorpow Reapen oan be sent to any part of the 
world, tree Three-haifpense end or Quarterly 


post: 
One Shilling and Bightpence, e' og a | 
i the Monthly Part, including og Ghotans Pat 
ht Shillings and Bightpence, post- 


Arm Baca Noumners, Parts and are are iy 
print, and may be had of any Bookse' 


NOTICE. at 470 is How Ready, 
post free tpencs, Also 
cloth, 4a. 6d. 


ce Sixpence, 
IIL,, bound by 


Tae INDEX ro Vor. LXXIII. ts now Ready | Price 
Oue Penny, post-tree, Three-halfpence. 
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Pe RU ig gr gay iar ag se ane | 
KHAKI is Fashionable, 


but it does not follow that khaki-coloured eyes give you a military bearing. They are, 
however, unmistakable evidence that your liver and stomach are in a sadly disordered 
state. The wisest thing to do, under the circumstances, is to 


SURRENDER YOURSELF 
UNCONDITIONALLY . . 


to the kindly rule of BEECHAM’S PILLS, which will soon restore to your eyes their 
naturally clear, bright, healthy appearance—free from khaki. 





» di aie ina Rg a Oe ~~ a are lai il ll ied 
li lt all ht ted 











Worth a Guinea a Box. 


BEECHAMS PILLS 


These renowned Pills are composed entirely of medicinal herbs, and are warranted free from 
mercury or other. poisonous substance. They cleanse the stomach and bowels, and purify the 
blood ; invigorate the whole nervous system, and give tone and energy to the muscles. In the 
preparation of BEECHAM’S PILLS the most serupulous care is te ake and the ingredients 
form the most successful combination that has ever been discovered for 


Sick Headache, Constipation, Wind and Pains in the Stomach, 


Impaired Digestion, Disordered Liver, Female Ailments, 
AND ALL 


BILIOUS and NERVOUS DISORDERS. 


Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Vendors everywhere, in Boxes, 
1/13 (56 Pills) and 2/9 each, 


Over Six Million Boxes Sold annually. 


BEECHAM’S TOOTH PASTE 


RECOMMENDS ITSELF. 


Efficacious. Economical. Cleanses the Teeth. Perfumes the Breath. 


sss. eee eee VT a a ae Se 
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In Collapsible Tubes, One Shilling each. 
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